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** Between Tapino, and the wave that fails 
From blest Ubaldo's chosen hill, there hangs 
Rich slope of mountain high, whence heat and cold 
Are wafted through Perugia's eastern gate : 
And Nocera with Gualdo, in its rear, 
Mourn for their heavy yoke. Upon that side, 
Where it doth break its steepness most, arose 
A sun upon the world, as duly this 
From Ganges doth : therefore let none who speak 
Of that place, say Ascesi ; for its name 
Were lamely so delivered ; but the Bast, 
To call things rightly, be it henceforth styled." 

Dante, Paradiso, xi. (Gary's translation) 
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War and Strife 



9 picff et Act inlmUifi 



VLL who ascend the hill of the Seraphic City 
must feel its indescribable charm — intangible, 



indescribable 
quite distlnc 



charm — intangi 
the beauty of the 



Umbrian valley. " Why," we aak ourselvt 
stillnesa and sense of marvellous peace in every church 
and every street?" And, as though conscious of our 
thoughts, a young Asaisar, with a gesture of infinite 
sadness towards the large, desolate palaces and broad 
deserted streets, said, as we lingered on our way: 
"Ah ! Sigoore mie, our city is a city of the dead — of 
memories only." As he spoke a long procession of 
a grey-clothed confraternity, bearing on their breasts 
the franciscan badge, preceded by a priest who walked 
beneath a baldachino, streamed out of a small church. 
Slowly they passed down the road, and then the priest 
turned into a wayside cottage where lay a dying woman, 
while the others waited outside under the (ilive trees. 
But the sound of their chanting and the tinkling of 
the small bell came to us as we leaned over the city 
walla, or a truth we felt the reJigious life of the town 
was not dead : perchance, down those streets, now so 
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nil], meo had passed aloog to battle duriag ihe aad 
turmoil of ihe middle ages, had hated xoA loved as 
well as prayed, with all the fervour of their southern 
nature. We must turn to ihe early chroniclers to 
find in their fascinatirag pages that Asaiai has had her 
passionate past and her hours of deepest trial. 

Her origin goes back to the days when the Umbrians, 
one of the most ancient people of Italy, inhabited the 
country north and south of the Tiber, and lived a wild 
jife in caves. But the past is very dim ; some 
Umbrian inscriptions, a few fiint arrow heads, and 
some hatchets made of jade found on the shore of 
lake Thrasymene are the only records we possess of 
these early settlers. 

If written history of their ways and origin is lacking, 
the later chroniclers of AsBisi endeavour to supply with 
their gossip, what is missiog. Rambling and strange as 
their legends often seem to us, nevertheless they con- 
tain a germ of truth, an image, faint but partly true 
of a lime so infinitely far away. Most of the local 
Umbrian historians have awarded the honour of the 
foundation of their own particular town to the earliest 
heroes whom they happen to know of, and these are 
invariably Noah and his family. It is, therefore, 
curious to note that the Assisan chroniclers have de- 
parted from this custcm and have woven for them- 
selves a legend so different from the usual friar's tale : 
" Various are the opinions," says one of them, " con- 
cerning the first building of our city ; but the moat 
probable, and the most universally accepted by serious 
writers, ia the one which gives Dardanus aa her founder. 
In the year 7 1 3 after the Deluge, and 865 years before 
the foundation of Rome, the first civil war in Italy broke 
out between the brothers Jasius and Dardanus, both sons 
of Electrai but the father of Jasius was Jupiter, while 
'as the son of Corythus, King of Corcona." 



1 




W^ar and Strife 

The people of Umbria 

it that Jhblus ought to ' 

princo C„r,th». 

Now it happened that 

Dardanu. " ' 

pitched hi a tent on 

the elope of Mount 

Subasio, when a 

dream came to 

that Jupiter 

MinerTa were 

paring to assn i 

enemy, and that J, 

would be Tanqn s\ ed 

On' waking he de 

termined, ehould h 

dream be true, to raise 

a temple to the god 

dess on the spot where 

he had slept. He 

went forth to battle 

and with the help of 

ihe goddeflB drove the 

enemy back with great 

slaughter; Jasius was Y^-~ J ^".>-^J^ 

killed and they buried 

him 00 the field of '""^ ■""'''■^ "' """"* 

battle. " Full well did Uardanus keep hia vow, for in 

a few months there arose a wonderful building, now 

known as the sacred temple, dedicated to the true 

Minerra of Heaven, under the name of Santa Maria 

Sopra Minerva. Thus it is that the country round Assiai 

has been called PallaJios agroi, che fields of Pallas," ' 

' Tht lecend may hasu arisen from ihe fact that Mincm 
had a temple near Miletoa under the lille of Aisesia and the 
legend -weavers have caught at the similarity of sound to that 
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And lhu» the monk drearna on about the Seraphic 
Pro'jince of Umhria ; and we dream with him of the 
UmbrianB who forsook the chase and their shepherd 
hutB on the heights about SubasJo, to gather round the 
marvellous temple built by the hero ere he went forth to 
found the city of Troy. People came from afar to look 
at the six-fluted colanins, and while marvelling at a 
thing so fair, they resolved to build their homes within 
sight and under the shadow of the sacred walls. Here 
was the nucleus of a future town. The simple shelters 
of cane and brushwood were soon replaced by huts of 
a neater patiem made of wattle and clay, with earthen 
floors, rounded porches and pent roofs. The dwellers 
by the temple throve and prospered, and all was peace 
for a while, until the van-guard of that mystSrioiis 
people, the Etruscans, appeared on the Umbrian 
horizon. We are told how Dardanus, while visiting 
the King of Lydia on his way to Troy, drew such a 
highly-coloured picture of the loveliness of Tuscany, 
the fruitful qualities of the soil, and the lightness of the 
air, that Tyrrhenus, the king's son, was immediately 
sent with a large army to take poasession of so rich a 
province. Then came a struggle, and the Umbrian 
tribes were driven back south of the Tiber, which 
henceforth strictly defined the boundary between 
Umbria and Etruria, 

Immediately to the west of Asaisi, and on the longest 
spur of hills which juts out into the valley of the Tiber, 
stood the now Etruscan city of Perugia, to which a 
band of Etruscans had lately immigrated. The hoge, 
grim walls which grew up round it after the advent 
of the new settlere, the narrow pointed gateways, 
some guarded by heads of stern and unknown deities, 
the general menacing and ferocious aspect of its build- 
ings, Boon warned the smaller Umbrian cities of what 
they might in coming ages expect from her inhabitants. 
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Ic is probable that skiimishcB were frequent between 
the neighbouring towns of AssiBi and Perugia, and to 
judge from the subterranean pae-eagea which still exiat 
beneath the streets of the former place, we may gather 
that she was a^xo to constant attacks, and that her in- 
habicactB found it more prudent cu disappear underground 
at the approach of enemieB thno to meet them in open 
battle. I'hcBe subterranean galleries, cut in the soft 
tu&, extend for miles under the present city : branch- 
ing out in all directions they form a veritable labyrinth 
of secret passages. Here swiftly and silently as the 
foe advanced, men and women with their children 
would disappear into the bowels of the earth, some 
being occasionally buried beneath masses of soil shaken 
down by the tramp of many feet above them. Repeated 
dangers of tliia sort at last decided the Aasiaaos to meet 
their enemies in more war-like fashion, and to surround 
themEehes — as Perugia had done — with stones and 
mortar. Soon the town bristled with towers and 
lurreted gateways, and the houses, no longer built of 
wattle and mud, began to foreshadow the strongly 
fortified palaces of a later date. None loo soon did 
Assisi prepare for war. In the year 309 b.c. the 
■hrill sound of the Roman clarion eclioed through the 
Cimminian forest. It roused Eiruria to arms, proclaim- 
ing the fact that the Romans had dared to penetrate 
beyond this dangerous barrier which hitherto had been 
deemed impassable. The Etruscans and Umbrians, 
Ibrgelting all their former strifes, now joined against 
the new power which threatened to crush their liberties. 
The battles which followed beneath the walls of 
Perugia, and by Bevagna in the plain of the Ciitumnus, 
brought all Umbria, in the space of a single year, under 
the yoke of Rome. 

And now, although we leave the fields of legend 
and enter those of history, we find bat little mention 
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of Aensi : this is, however, easily accounted Tor. Built '| 
upon the unfrequeslcd slopes of Mount Subasio, like a 
flower gradually opening to the sun's rays, sh 
far more secure than her neighbour Perugia who, com- 
manding and commanded by the road from Rome to 
" 1, along which an army paased, stood in haughty 

" ing pre-eminence. The compara- 
tively obscure position of AEsisi therefore gave her long 
periods of peace, and these she employed in building 
innumerable temples, a. theatre, and a circuk It is 
impossible to excavate in any part of Assisi without 
coming upon relics of that time. Statues and busts 
of the Cxsare, of gods and of consuls, are lying in 
dark comers of the communal palace, and broken 
fragments of delicately- wrought friezes and heads of 
goddesses, half buried in bushes oF oleander, adorn 
the Assisan gardens. Beneath the foundations of the 
more modern houses, mosaic floors and frescoed walls 
hare been found, showing that Assisi had her yean 
of early splendour. But full of life and action as il ' 
Roman period was, it is as completely hidden from 
as are the temples now buried beneath the preseot 
town. It ]>aBSed rapidly away, and yet is of some 
importance in the history of the world as having wit- 
nessed the binh of Sex. Aurelius PropertiuB, great 
among the poets even at a time when Virgil, Horace, 
and a host of others were filling Italy with their song. 
Many an Umbrian town prides itself on being the 
birthplace of Propertius. The people of Spello have 
even placed a tablet in their walls to claim him as her 
SOD ; but the Assisans, ignoring the rivalry of others, 
wry quietly point to the many inscriptions of the 
Propertius family collected beneath the portico of the 
' " e may be noticed referring to 

"ropertius Bh 



I 



I 



mpleofMin. 
C. Passcnnus Sergiui 



be a lineal descendant of the poet, wlio is supposed 
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to have married after the death of the fair CynthJR, 

and returned to his native valley to pasa his last days 
in domestic tranquillity. Angdo Poliziano, on the 
margin of an early edition uf the poet's works now in 
the Laurentian Library of Floreuce, hao mnde a note 
to the effect that Propertius, as well as St. Fraocia, was 
boro at Aasisi ; and certainly modern writera aaaign the 
honour to Aaaiai. 

The aomewliat vague utterances of Propertius as to 
his native town seem to show that the position of 
Assisi, with regard to Perugia and the plain, more 
nearly coincides with his description than that of any 
other city in the valley or on the hills. To one in- 
{jniaitive friend he answers : " Tuilus, thou art ever 
entreating me in the name of our friendship to tell 
thee my country and my descent. If thou knowest 
Perusia, which gave a field of death and a sepulchre 
to our father and in Italy's hour of affliction, when 
domestic discord drove Rome's own citizens one 
against the other — (Ah ! hills of Etruria, lo me 
beyond meaaure have ye given sorrow, for ye auffered 
the limbs of my kinsman to be cast aside unburied, and 
denied the handful of dust to cover his bones) — there 
I close above the margin of her plain 



spread below, Umbc 
me birth."! The kin; 
GalluB, who lost his 
Antonius was besieged 
horrors of the general 
of the city left sad 



, ferl 



ins, gave 
lan spollen ot here is a certain 
fe in B.C. 41, when Lucius 
1 Perugia by Augustus, The 
asacre which followed the fall 
n the mind of Propertius, 
then a mere child. In the general confiscation of pro- 
perty after the battle of Philippi his family lost their 
Htatee. But poor as they were, Propertius waa sent 
study, where, recognised as the leader of 

ima, L »t, traniUted by R. C. Trevelyan. 
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a new school of poetry, lje remained until ehortly 
before bis dealh,at the age of thirty -live. His paternal 
estates having been restored to him, he forsook the 
aplendour of the Augustan court, the patronage of 
Maecenas, the friendship of Virgil, and returned to 
the Umbriati country where his first inspirations had 
been awakened. The contrast between a house and 
garden on the Palatine hill, in the midst of the stir 
of Roman life, and a (arm by the silent stream flowing 
through the stillest of valleys, must have been great. 
But, judging from his description of the country, he 
seems to have fallen readily into rural ways, and loved 
to watch the herds of -white oxen, dedicated to the 
service of the goddesses, grazing close to the banks 
of the Clitumnua. We may infer that he hunted the 
"timorous hare and birds" in the thick oak forest 
of the Spoletan valley, but, as he playfully tells us, he 
left "the hazardous boar alone," for physical courage 
was not one of his characteristics. 

From the plain his eyes were often raised ia the 
direction of Assisi, and to his familiarity with her 
lowers we owe this exquisite description of his birth- 
phice, which, perhaps out of modesty, as he alludes to 
his own fame, he places in the mouth of a soothsayer : 
" Ancient Umbria gave thee birth from a noted house- 
hold. Do I mist.ike, or do T touch righdy the region 
of your home, where misty Mevania stands among the 
dewB of the hiU-girt plain, and the waters of the 
Umbrian lake grow warm the summer through, and 
where on the summit of mounting Asia rise the walls 
to which your genius has added glory," ' 

Nothing happens, or at least nothing is mentioned 

■ CuraiMfl, IV. i. 1X1 ; translated by R. C. Treveljan, Id 
another plice Properlius gises bolder utterance to hit pride: 
" Whosoeiet hehotds the town climbing the valley side, let him 
fcxtxa.it the fame of iheir wall: by my genius" (Cumjiu, It. j). 
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in Assison chroniclce until Ctiristianicy Etealthily worked 
its way up from Rome about the (hird century. Then 
bloodshed followed during a period of darkness when 
Christians aod pagans divided the town into factions by 
their bitter fights for religion. At first the Christians 
auflered, and many were martyred in the Umbrian 
rivera, but only to triumph later when Roman Asaisi 
soon vanished and Christian basilicas were built on the 
site of pagan temples. Although, after the Roman 
period, we find Asaisi more nciirly linked with the 
general history of Italy, she appears uninfluenced by 
outside events, and her atmosphere of remoteness 
remains unimpaired. Thus we may say that Huna, 
Franks, and Lombards merely passed by and left no 
laedng mark upon the city. For a moment she was 
auddeniy aroused by the tempestuous arrival of one or 
other of tlieir leaders, but once the danger was past she 
returned to her calm sleep upon the mountain side. 

Id 54; Totila, on his march to Rome, arrived before 
the wails of Assisi which were gallantly defended for 
the Emperor .lustinian by Siegfiied the Goth, but 
uo fortunately he being killed in a skirmish with the 
HuDB, the disheartened citizens reluctantly opened 
their gates to the enemy. For the first time in her 
annals (the Roman occupation had been peaceful 
enough) a foreigner — a tyrant set foot in her atieets 
as master. But the restless Totila soon began to scan 
the country round for other cities to attack. Becoming 
aware of the large and wealthy city of Perugia perched 
upon the western hill, he sallied forth to capture a 
bigger prey, and Assiai enjoyed a further spell of peace. 

In reading the long-winded chronicles it is often 
difficult to gather 10 which power the various small 
towns at this lime belonged. One point is, however, 
clear, that during endless conieniions between the Popes 
and the Greek, and later the German Emperors, the 
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time Assisi remained annexed to the Duchy of Spoleto, 
ihen under the txih of the Lombard Dukea whose 
advent had filled the difFerent cities in the valley with 
Ariaa Christians, unfriendly to the Papacy. Assibi, 
together with other towns gwerted from her allegiance 
to the Pope, and it is perhaps on this account that 
Charlemagne in 773 with his " terrible and fierce 
followers" came to besiege her. They laid the coun- 
try waste, and made many attacks upon Assisi which 
met with atout resibtnnce ; but while prowling round 
the walls one night they found the main drain, and 
stealing through it they were able to discover the 
weakest part of the town. Next night they returned 
Weil armed, slew the guards who were keeping watch 
by the midnight fires, and before the citizens could rush 
to arras, the gates were opened to Charlemagne. The 
army passed in, her citizens were put to the sword, and 
the town razed to the ground. 

"Thus," aays a chronicler, " Asaisi bereft of her 
inhabitants, found herself an unhappy widow. Then 
was the moat element emperor grieved, and ordering 
that the city should be rebuilt, he placed therein a. 
new colony of Christians of the Roman faith, and the 
city was restored, and in it the Divine Worship." ' 

A small arched doorway ornamented with a delicate 
frieze of foliage still remains as a record of the rebuild- 
ing of the city by Charlemagne's Lombard workmen. 
The stone is blackened, the tracery worn away. Few 
find this dark corner in the Piazza delle Rose, and the 
people wonder at those who atop to look, for "it is 
ugly and very old," they say. 

It was probably at this time, towards the end of 
the eighth century, that the Rocca d'Assisi was built. 
This made her a more important factor in Umbrian 



> See Criito&nl, Sima £Aii'u. 
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\ who hitherto had paiiLI 
vied with each other twi 

own. The citizens had 

K ^K <f tfe CMde the part where the 
_«k«bOTe the town, looking to 
n^ a dwp lanne towards the mountain! 
2 SboRK Above the main building and 
■% toured the caatie kecj) ; from 
o lines of walla which, going 
d the town as it were within a 
e ftrti connecied by a covered 
« |wrded the walls where they 
The Rocca d'Assisi with this 
5 irilh iron spikea and towers, 
i perfect in architecture, looked 
■ like Mine guarding deity, and waa 
—t—-. „ . . " " ' gloomy strong- 

^^ ^f/^ « )fe Ktvwck kings erected in the woods 
- " » te Wh of the yellow Subasian stone 
I mighty palace with windowi 
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I ctuwtiv'k'ii call thcni — liad their hands 
a(<iwi ad I'mbrian town, the citizens 
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Hieans to gain his ends, but brought a 
the town, and took up his t 
whence he could hear the tnurraurings of the c 
helow planning to drive him out of their gates, 
first distinguished hut unwelcome guest in the Rocca 
d'Aasisi was Frederick Barharosaa. He was, liowever, 
too much occupied in his career of conquest to waste 
more than a few weeks in Umbria, and in 1195 we 
find Conrad of Suabia, who in the annala of the time 
is known by the nickname of "the whimsical one," in 
charge of the castle, with the title of Count of Aasisi. 
Conrad was also Duke of Spoleto, but he preferred the 
fortress of Assisi as a residence and spent some two 
years there to the annoyance of the citizens, who were 
constrained to be more or less on their good behaviour. 
With him in those days was a small but important 
person, who. at the age of two, had been elected King 
of Germany and Italy. This was Frederick II, and 
the legend recounts how he was born in the Piazza 
Minerva beneath a tent hastily erected for the occasion, 
and in his third year was baptised in the Cathedral 
of San Rufino, amidst a throng of cardinals, bishops, 
Aflsisan priors and nobles. It would, indeed, be 
strange that he, who later was 10 prove a thorn in 
the side of many a Pope, should have been born and 
nurtured in the Seraphic City. 

The Assisaos soon wearied of the German yoke, 

but unaided they could not throw it off and it needed 

the timely intervention of Innocent III, to rid them of 

Mirad'a presence. The Pope, who had been quietly 

' ' g an opportunity to regain his lost Umbrian 

, felt himself powerful enough now that the 

ror Henry VI, was dead, to send haughty com- 

. to Conrad. He was bidden to meet Innocent 

k Narni where he solemnly made over his possessions 

l^the Church, Thus left to themselves, the Assisans, 
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« oF " Lib«ttv ud the Pope." rushed od the 
IMilr to var it down- Buili ;□ be cbcir safrguard, it 
\ proved their grvaim danger, and the^ determined diat 
no otbrr cyrant should &ad shelter wiUun iu walla. 
While the Animu were rejoicing in then freedom, 
atld endeavouring m guaid a^D»-t the consiaac ittacks 
of the Pemgiaof, the big world outside was being torn 

»and rent by a medlev of eventi which was carrying 
■wen's thought* forward in the swift current of a fresh 
«ra. Everywhere a new spirit was spreading — " the 
fraceroising spirit" it has been called. In the cities 
men were joining together in guilds, heralding the 
commonwealths ; while, ia the country, bands of people, 
nnder the names of Patarins, Albcrgenses, Poor Men 
of Lyons, etc., raised the uandard of rETnIc yet higher 
against their feudal and spiritual lords. A contem- 
porary writer speaks of thirty-two heresies as being 
rampant in Italy at this time. Men were eager and 
foil of energy, finding relief throagh many channels 
ihat »« all luly in a ferment. But amidst the con- 
fuNon of wan and hereiies the Papa! power grew ever 
I Mronger, onlil, with the accession of Innocent III, 
I tbe claims of a temporal ruler were blended with 
I •piritual rights. The Marches of Ancooa, Umbria, 
r.ind the seven hills of RoRie belonged alike to him, 
\ while he was powerful enough to excommunicate 
L citici, kingdoms, and emperors at his pleasure, and 
[ tvie all with a rod of iron. The magnificent designs 
■ ^planned by Hildebrand seemed to triumph under Inno- 
, and yel the papal horizon was not without its 
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groans Daaie, in writing of the condition of the 
Church, and liia cry reaches back to the time of which 
we write. Jacques de Vitry, who was often ai the 
coart of iDnoceni, also speaks with bitterness of the 
depravity of the priests. They were, he tells us, 
"deceiving as foxes, proud as bullB, aTartcious and 
insatiable as the minotaur." 

Innocent III, though schemLng and ambitious, was a 
man of lofty character, and no one watched with so 
much anguish the rising storms which threatened to 
shake the mighty fabric of the Papacy. In a momeat 
of discouragement he is said to have exclaimed that 
fire and sword were needed to heal the wounds made 
by the sinioniacal priests, and for a long time he in 
vain sought a remedy for those ills. But salvation 
was at hand, and it came from the Umbrian moun- 
tains, as the fresh breeze comes which suddenly breaks 
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could procure. Though the son of a merchant he 
consorted with the noblest of the Assisan youths, 
who, partly on account of his father's wealth, partly 
because of his gaiety and love of splendour, were glad 
to accept him as an equal. All looked to the high- 
spirited, gifted Francis aa the leader at every feast, the 
organiser of every entertainment, and when Perugia 
blew her war-trumpet he rode out to baide side by 
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passed through the love!ie»t valleyfl with doi 
for fear of some hidden temptation or of some interrup- 
tion to their prayers ! With such a founder it is 
hardly Burprising that the oriler of St. Francis spread 
and multiplied, becomiog a great world force, ai 
great and perhaps greater than that of St. Dominic. 
We get an interesting picture of the change he wrought 
throughout Italy and of the enthusiasm he kindled 
among his followers in a letter of Jacques de Vitryj 
from this we quote at length, for, being written by a 
contemporary of the saint, its value is very great. 

"Whiie I was at the pontifical court 1 saw many 
things which grieved me to the heart. Everyone 
is so preoccupied with secular and temporal things, 
with matters concerning kings and kingdoms, litigations 
and lawsuits, that it is almost impossible to talk on 
religious matters. 

" Yet I found one subject for consolation in those 
lands : in that many [>crBons of either sex, rich, and 
living in the great world, leave all for the love of 
Christ and renounce the world. They are called the 
Friars Minor, and are held in great respect by the 
Pope and the Cardinals. They, on their part, care 
nought for things temporal, and strive hard every day 
to tear perishing souls from the vanities of this world 
and to entice them into their ranks. Thanks be to 
God, their labour has already borne fruit, and they have 
gained many souls : inasmuch as he who listens to them 
brings others, and thus one audience createti another. 

"They live according to the rule of the primitive 
church, of which it is written: 'The multitude of 
believers were as one heart and one soul.' In the day 
they go into the cities and the villages to gain over 
souls and to work ; iu the night they betake themselves 
to hermitages and solitary places and giTe themselves 
up to contemplation. 

» '7 
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live together near to cities in divers . 
ihey accept nought, but live by the labour 
of their hands. They are much disturbed t 
themselves held in greater esteem, both by the clergy • 
and the laity, than they themselves desire. 

"The men of this order meet once a year in somi 
pre-arranged place, to their great profit, and rejoici 
together in the Lord and eat in company ; and then, 
with the help of good and honest men, they adopt and 
promulgate holy institutions, approved by the Pope- 
After this they disperse, going about in Lombardy, 
Tuscany, and even in Apulia and Sicily, for the rest of 
the year. ... I think it is to put the prelates to shame, 
who are like dogs unable to bark, that the Lord wills 
to save many souls before the end of the world, bj 
means of these poor simple friars." ' 

Certainly one of the most remarkable events i 
mediaeval history was the result of the teaching ( 
St. Francis upon hia own and fiiture generations. I 
his native city the strength of his personal influence ao 
the love and veneration which he excited was extra 
ordinary. But we notice even a stranger fact ; wit 
his death this holy influence apparently vaniehed, and it 
is possible that the memory of the saint is dearer t 
the hearts of the Assisans in what we are inclined t 
call the prosaic tedium of our trafficking nineteentl 
century, than it was in the years immediately tallowing 
his death. Later centuries have shown us tha 
teaching and his piesence there were not in 
Assisi, down to our own times, has continued t 
the Mecca of thousands of pilgrims. Her churchei 
bear the record of infinite early piety, for when i 
yi^a in its early prime the most famous masters froitt 
A Bruxtaa ft,' 
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Tuscany were called upon to decorate the Franciscan 
Basilica and leave their choicest treasures there as 
tributes 10 the immortal glory of the saint. But the 
note of war rings louder than the song of praise and 
love for many years to come in all the Assisan 
chronicles, and grass and weeds grow up to choke, 
though not to kill, the blessed seed that Francis sowed 
and did not live to tend. No sooner did the gates of 
death close upon that sweet and genial spirit, than war, 
lust, strife and pestilence burst upon the very people 
he had ao tenderly loved. The story of Assisi be- 
comes, as it had never been before, a list of murders — 
of struggles to the death for individual power, and of 
wars which made the fair Umbrian country a desolate 
and cruel waste for months and even years. 

Each town looked with hatred upon its powerful 
rival, and the communal armies were for ever meeting 
in the plain by the Tiber to match their strength and 
see if Eome small portion at least of a city's domains 
could not be wrested from her. The bitterest and 
most pronounced enemies in the valley were un- 
doubtedly Assisi and Perugia. Their feuds date back 
to the twelfth century; but even before the Christian 
era these two citiea of the hills had marked each other 
as a foe for the one was Umbrisn, the other Etruscan, 
and tliey merely continued the rivalry of their founders. 
It is often difficult to discover the cause of each separate 
war, but it may, as a general rule, be traced to Perugia's 
inborn love of fighting, and to her restless spirit which 
led her to storm each town in turn. From her eyrie 
ahe looked straight down upon half the Umbrian 
country, and gazing daily on so fair a land the desire 
for pogsession grew ever stronger. Many towns were 
forced to subniit to her sway, and by the thirteenth 
century ahe was the acknowledged mistress of Umbria. 
It is, therefore, with surprise and admiiation that we 
19 
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watch the undaunted, struggle of Asaisi against a tyrant 
whom ehe haled with a hatred quite Dantcsque in ita 
bitterncBB and strength. Many menacing towers were 
built on either side of the valley, and heraJds were 
continually sent between the two towns with insulting 
niesEages to goad the citizens forward into battle. 
When Perugia was known to be preparing for an 
attack upon Asaisi, the castles and villages around 
hastened to break their allegiance to the weaker city 
and ally themselves with the Periigian griffin. Assisi 
was thus often obliged to defend herself unaided 
against the Umbrian tyrant. When, in IJ21 Perugia 
declared war against " this most wicked city of Assist " 
whose crime consisted 10 having fallen under the rule 
of the Ghibelline party of her citizens,' both comraunea 
were in need of money as their bellicose habits had 
proved expensive. Busily, therefore, they set to work 
about procuring it, and in a highly characteristic 
manner Perugia sold her right of fishing in Thrasy- 
mene for five years, while the citizens of the Seraphic 
City entered by force into the sacristy of San Fran- 
' ' iff a quantiri 

manship and precious stuffs, were divided into !oIb 
and sold, partly to Arezzo for 14,000 golden florins, 
and partly to Florence for a larger sum. Now these 
things did not even belong to the Franciscans, but had 
been carefully stored in the sacristy by the Pope and 
his cardinals during their last visit to the town. Great, 
therefore, was the wrath at the Papal Court when 
news came of the sacrilegious robbery, and without a 

■ Perugia was, on the whole, faithful to the Guelph cause. 
She wa5 pjirnnised by the Popes on account of her strong 
poEilion oi-erlnoking the Tiber, and when inclined she freely 
acknowledged them ai her mascers but at the lame time aha 
was careful to guard her independence. 
20 




War and Strife 



9 delay a bdl of e 
minated from ATiguon. For thirty-eight years Aaaisi 
lay under the heavy iientence of an interdict, and, ex- 
cept for the feast of the " Pardon of St. Francis," the 
church doors were closed and the church bells were 
silent. But not a whit did the people care for the 
anger of a distant Pope, and it ia related that when 
the two friars brought the bull of e scorn muoi cation to 
Ser Muzio di Francesco, the leader of the robbers, 
they were flogged within an inch of their lives, and 
further, they were made to swallow the seals of lead 
which hung from the Papal document. 

The Asaisans, having obtained the necessary funds, 
set to work to defend themselves against the enemy 
who were to be seen rolling their heavy catapults along 
the dusty roads. A proud historian says, " they saw 
without flinching 500 horsemen galloping round iheir 
walls," and with a heroism worthy of so good a cnuae, 
determined to be buried in the ruins of their city sooner 
than cede one step to their abhorred enemies the 
Perugians. They closed the shops, barred the houses 
and threw the chains acrosa the streets to atop advanc- 
ing cavalry ; every artisan turn-ed soldier, every noble 
watched from the tower of his palace. Not only were 
they guarding their own liberties, but they feared for 
the safety of the body of St. Francis, which the 
Perugians, ever prowling day and night about the walls, 
were anxious to carry off. The siege, it is said, lasted 
a year, wh»n the Asaisans were forced to give way and 
open their gates to the enemy, who sacked the town, 
" killing mure than one hundred of the moat wicked 
citizeDs, to wit, all those who fought against the city of 
Perugia." Then came a perilous moment, for many, not 
content with a barbarous pillage, wished to destroy Aasisi 
altogether. Fortunately a wily Perugiao, Massiolo di 
Buonante, stood up in her defence, arguing that " Assisi 
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being now in their power, it were better to possess her 
fortified, and well provided against any new attack of 
the Ghibelline party." i His words had due cfFcct, but 
still the town suffered horribly, and her walls only lately 
buiit were in greater part razed to the ground. The 
chains that guarded the streets together with the bars 
and keys of the gates were taken back to Perugia, 
where, until a century ago, 
they hung "as glorious 
trophies " from the claws 
of the bronze griffon out- 
side the Palazzo Pubblico. 
Before leaving, the Peru- 
pians gave their orders to 




the 






The Guelphs ■ 
within the ancient circle 
of walls in the upper and 
more fortified part of the 
town, while the Ghibel- 



left 



the 



undefended suburbs. 
They further commanded 
that each year, on the feast 
of St. Ercolano, the Assisans should bring them a 
banner "worth at least 25 golden florins, in lignum 
la&jeclianir." This was the greatest ignominy of all, 
and rankled even more deeply in the hearts of the 
citizens of Aesisi than the fact of their being governed 
by Perugian officials. The delivery of the yearly 
tribute was performed in a manner highly characteristic 
of the times and of the love of petty tyranny and dis- 
play peculiar to the niediival towns. An Assisan 
horseman mounted on a splendidly caparisoned charger 
brought the hated embJem 10 lay before the Priors of 



War and Strife 



I wich heavy golden 
I at the foot of the 
campanile of San Lorenzo, Close to them stood 
four mace bearers and trumpeters with white griffins 
paimed on the red satin streamers which hung from the 
silver trumpets. Nothing was neglected that would 
impress her suhjecta with the dignity of her hill-set 
city. All the Pcrugians were assembled, and in their 
name the Priors promised to defend Assisi against her 
enemies and to preserve her from the yoke of tyrants. 
Having uttered this solemn mockery, they gave the 
Podesta of Assisi a sealed hook wherein were written 
the laws to be observed in return for the inestimable 
favours granted ; the book was not to be opened until 
he and his retinue had returned to their own city. The 
spirit of the Assisans was by no means crushed by their 
misfortunes, and shortly after the events we have just 
narrated they issued an edict with a pomp worthy of 
Perugia herself which fairly puzzled the Priors ot 
that city. All Perugians holding land in Assisi were 
herein ordered to pay the taxes usually demanded of 
"strangers" possessing property in the territory; further, 
the Assisans proclaimed their firm determination no 
longer lo observe any orders given to them by the 
Commune of Perugia. This audacity was, however, 
loon checked. Perugia issued an order to the effect 
that these statutes, and these alone, which were decreed 
by herself were to be valid in Assisi, all others were 
worthless. Assisi therefore remained subject to Perugia 
till 1367, when Cardinal Albornoz who wus engaged 
ID recovering the allegiance of the Papal States, entered 
her gates. He was received with wild enthusiasm by 
the citizens, for they hailed him as their deliverer from 
the hated yoke of the Perugians. The Assisans had 
every reason to rejoice in this change of masters, as the 
Cardinal allowed thera to govern their town like a free 
23 
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republic ; he rebuilt the walls destroyed during the last 
siege, and the castle which had also suffered much from 
[he Perugian soldiery. The peoiile were delighted, 
and their artists were soon busily employed in jiaintiog 
the gilded arms of the church on gateways and on 

During hie brief Hojourn in Aasisi the war-like 
Cardinal had found such peace as he had probably not 
often known before, and such was his love for the 
church of San Francesco that he added to it several 
chapeU and chose a place for his tomb within its walls. 
He died at Viterbo ; and only five months after the 
Assisans had welcomed him with such rejoicing, they 
went with torches and candles, to bear his dead body 
back to San Francesco, the Priors, says a chronicler, 
spending i+; florins upon the crimson gowns they 
bought for this occasion. 

Days of peace and liberty were short, and the 
Assisans were soon groaning beneath the enormous 
taxes laid upon them by the zealous ministers of the 
Pope. In 1 376 their indignation rose to such a pitch 
that they broke into open rebellion, and joined in the 
war-cry againiit the Church, which was to be heard in 
other towns of Tuscany and Umbria. The eitizeni 
besieged the Legates in their palaces and ordered them 
with haughty words to depart ; so seeing it was safer to 
obey, they returned to Rome without a word. " Be- 
cause of [Jieir love for the holy Pontiff, whose eeiTants 
they were, the Assisans used no violence towards them," 
but having got their way with polite bows accompanied 
them safely beyond the city gates. But at this lime, 
when all was war and conspiracy, there seemed no 
chance of a free life again for the people. No sooner 
had one tyrant been disposed of than another rose to 
take his place. When news of these events reached 
the Perugiana they thought it a good opportunity to try 
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and again get poaaesBion of the town, accordingly envoys 
were sent "just to pvii things in order" as they 
expressed it ; but the Assisans shut the gates of the 
city in their faces and informed thera thai in future 
they intended to manage their o wn affairs. We cannot 
«ay that their endeaTOurs were crowned with success, 
the nobles fought among tbeniselvea, while the mob 
was ever ready for any kind of novelty. It is related 
how in the year 1398 the Assisans changed their mind 
three times in one day as to who should be their lord. 
"Eii-aiiia the Chui'ch " was the first cry ; the second, 
'* Ew'iva ihe people ofPerugia"; and lastly, "Ewlva 
Messer Imbroglia," a roving ad-venturer who alternately 
fought for the Duke of Milan and the Pope, and finally 
entered Assisi at the head of a large cavalcade as 
Captain and Gonfalonier of the city. 

In the early centuries Assisi had bravely fought for 
her independence and held her own fairly well ; but in 
the fourteenth century a sudden whirlwind swe]>t across 
the country threatening to destroy the last remnant of 
her freedom. At this time the condolli^i were busy 
carving out principalities for themselves, and one after 
another they marched through the land forcing the 
towns to bear their yoke. Assist, not without a sharp 
elroggle, fell a prey to Biordo Michelotti and Braccio 
Fortebracclo, successive despots of Perugia ; and the 
citizens found themselves for the next twenty years 
in turn the vassals of Guiiiantonio of Momefeltro, 
of Sforza, and of the Pope. In I44Z Perugia was 
governed, in the name of the Pope, by Niccolo 
Piccinino, successor to Forlebraccio as the leader of 
the Bracceschi troops, and consequently a successor 
to the rivalry with Francesco Sforza, Duke of Milan. 
Assisi, therefore, who had spontaneously given herself 
to Sforza, preferring the tyranny of strangers to the 
yoke of Perugia, was not likely to be favourably 
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looked on by Piccinino, and sooner or later he deter- 
mined to besiege her. But just at this time Perugia 
had made peace with all the world, and, delighted with 
this novel state of things, she rang the great bell of the 
Commune, lit beacon Ares on the hills, and sent a 
special mesaeoger to Assisi to proclaim the fact. The 
Aftsisans, with more courage than discretion, cursed 
the messenger and those who sent him, saying they had 
half a mind to kill him. " Return with this message," 
they cried, "say unto those who sent thee, that they try 
to wipe us from the face of the earth and then send words 
of peace. But we will have war and only war." This 
insulting message was duly delivered to the astonished 
priors, and that night the beacon lires were extinguished. 
When news reached Assisi of the vast preparations in 
Perugia for war, these hasty words were regretted. 
Luckily Francesco Sforza sent the Assisans a good 
supply of troops, and every day they hoped for the 
arrival of his brother Alessandro. 

The month that followed was disastrous to Assisi, 
and the account of the war given us by the Perugian 
chronicler Graziani whc took part in the siege, brings 
before us vividly the many stages she had to pass 
through before arriving at the calm, seraphic days of 
later years. 

By the end of October 1441, Niccolo Piccinino, 
alluded to always as el Capilano, arrived in the plain 
below Aasisi with some 20,000 men, and took up his 
quarters in the Franciscan monastery of San Damiano. 
His first intention was to take the town by assault, but 
on surveying the fortifications and walls and the im- 
pregnable castle, he deemed it wiser to wait quietly 
until hunger should have damped the valour of the 
citizens. Help, however, came to him from another 
quarter. It is believed that a Franciscan friar, perhaps 
one of those with whom he lodged at San Damiano, 
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betrayed to hi 
UDuBed draio. 

" On Wednesday, being the aSth day of November, 
the Captaia'H people entered Assisi by an underground 
drain, which, beginning below the smaller fortress 
towards the Carceri, enters Aeaiei near the market- 
place below the castle. There Pazaglia, Riccio da 
Caatello, and Nicolo Brunoro, with more than 300 
men-at-arms, had seen to clearing the said sewer and 
me iron bars- at the exit placed by 
lat none might enter ; and Pazaglia 
IS worked so well that they entered 
cople one by one. And when they had 
nerged inside the walls, and advanced 
se, holding close Id the side of the said 
although the darkness of the 
s falling. But it 
1 passed by \ 



cutting through s 
[he Assisans so 1 
and his companl 
with all their p 
entered they e 
without any nc 

night was great and drizzling r; 
happened that one of those \ 

lighied torch in his hand, and, hearing and seeing 
people, said several times : ' Who goes there.' At 
last answer was made to him : ' Friends, friends,' 
The bearer of the torch went but a little farther before 
he began to cry out: 'To arms, to arms. Awake, 
awake, for the enemy is within.' So a great tumult 
aroKe throughout the town. Then Pazaglia and his 
companions, finding ihey were discovered, mounted the 
walls and shouted to those outside : ' Ladders, ladders. 
Enter, enter.' " 1 

With cries of "Braccio, Braccio," the captain led 
his men rapidly through the town, burning the gate, 
killing the citizens, and pillaging every palace as they 
passed along. When Alessatidro Sforza who had 
stolen into Assisi the night before, "to comfort and 
encourage the citizens," found that the enemy was 
within he hurried with a few Assisan notables to take 
' Craaia Graiiasi, pp. 512 and 513. 
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refuge in the castle. From the tower-girt hill he 
looked down upon the scene of carnage — and what a 
IS pictured by Graziani ! 
" The anguish, the nnise, and the screams of women 
and children ! God alone knows how fearful a thing 
it was to see them all dishevelled ; sonie tearing their 
faces, some beating their hreasts, one weeping for a 
father, one for a son, another for a brother, ae, cry- 
ing with loud voices, they prayed to God for death. 
. . . But, in truth, these same Assisans did themselvei 
much injury, greatly adding to their own trouble. 
They might have saved many more of their chattcll 
had they trusted the Perugians, but rather did ihef 
trust the strangers, and this to their undoing, for the 
said strangers deceived them. Thus was proved the 
truth of that proverb which says : ' The offender 
never pardons.' Often aforetime had they offended 
the Commune of Perugia as we have seen. Even at 
this moment, when ita forces were encamped outside 
Asaisi, they constantly stood on their walls and hurled 
insulting and menacing words at the Periigians, defying 
and threatening them, whom for this reason peradventure 
they did not trust. . . . Also on the same day, while 
the city was being sacked, a multitude of women 
with their children and goods, took sanctuary in Santa 
Chiara ; and when the captain passed and saw so many 
women and children sheltered there, he said to the 
women, especially to the nuns of Santa Chiara, that 
it was no longer a safe refuge for them, and if they 
would choose where they wished to go he would send 
them [hither in safety. Then, naming to them all the 
neighbouring towns, he lastly offered to place them in 
safety in the city of Perugia, But when they heard 
the name of Perugia, first the nuns and then the other 
women replied, ' May Perugia be destroyed by lire,' 
And when the captain heard this answer, he immedi- 
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ately cried, ' Pillage, pillage ! ' Thus was everyihing 
plundered and ruined — the convent wiih the nuns, 
the women and the children, and much hooty was 

Assisi, now the shell of her former self, seemed 
indeed a city of the dead. 'I'hrough her deserted 
streets, running with the blood of the slain, echoed 
the sound of falling rafters and crumbling palaces, 
while bon-fires flamed on the piazza fed with the 
public archives by the destroying Perugiana. Across 
the Tiber were to be seen the unhappy citiz 
driven like droves of cattle by their captor 
hili to the city they hated, 'i'here the women, witn 
their children clinging round tlieir necks, were sold in 
the market-place as slaves, and exposed to the cruellest 
treatment by their masters. Even tiny children of four 
and live years old were sold ; a maiden, we are told, 
fetched fifteen ducats, and many were bought, some- 
times for the love of God, and sometimes as maid- 
servants. Every day fresh booty was brought in, and 
the Perugians fought over the gold chalices, missals, 
and other treasures robbed from churches and convents ; 
but these brought lower prices, for even Perugian con- 
sciences seem to have been troubled with scruples, and 
superstitious fear kept them fronn buying stolen church 
property. While the slave market was proceeding 
amidst the clanging of hells proclaiming the victory, 
the Priors of Perugia sat in tiieir council hall of the 
great Palazzo Pubblico discussing how they could bring 
about the total annihilation of Assisi. The following 
curious letter was Bnally wmten, sealed, and sent to 
Niccolo Piccinino by five ambassadors who were to 
tempt him to do the deed with a bribe of 15,000 
ducats : 

" Your illustrious Signory being well aware how that 
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ai our eyes, we pray and eupplicate your illustrious 
SigDOry, in the name of this city and of the State, 
that it may please you to act in such wise that this 
your city shall never again have reason to fear her ; 
aod BO, aa appears good to all the community, it will 
be well to raze her to the ground, saving only the 
churches. And this will be the most singular among 
other favours that your illustrious Signory has ever 
done to us."l 

"Trust in my words and trust in my deeds," replied 
Piccinino to the bearers of this truly medieval letter ; 
but, adds the chronicler, he refused his consent to their 
cowardly scheme for the destruction of the town. It 
is believed that he was acting upon orders received 
from Eugenius IV, who appears as the benevolent 
genius of Assisi, until, as the local historians tell us 
with rage, the Pope offered to sell them to the Com- 
mune of Perugia, when his clemency seems due solely 
10 the fact that the papal coffers were sadly empty. 
Luckily the Perugians, somewhat in debt owing to 
the late war, were unable to pay the price, and Assisi 
thus escaped being given "like a lamb to the butcher," 
while her enemy missed the chance "of removing that 
beam from out of her eye." 

From this time onward Assisi remained in the pos- 
session of the Church, and many of the Popes, touched 
by the miserable condition of the town, supplied money 
to rebuild its ruined walls and palaces, and thus induce 
the citizens to return and inhabit the desolate city. 
But hardly had the Asaisans succeeded in getting back 
some kind of order a.nd prosperity than new wari 
appeared to ruffle the onward liow of things. Thi» 
time the danger came from within, and in Assisi, ai 

1 Crmai.. C™.™-, p. S14, note 1. 
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in 80 many of the cities of Italy, it was the feud be- 
tween tlje nobles themselves that drenched the streeu 
with blood and crushed the struggles of a people 
whose cries for liberty were now only faintly heard. 
All sank beneath the heavy hand of the despot. The 
Perugian citizens were being tyrannised over by the 
powerful family of the Bagiioni, whose name brings 
up a picture of crime and bloodshed that has hardly 
been equalled in any town in Italy. ^ In Assisi the 
balance of power lay between the two families of 
Fiumi and Nepia, who, in the irregular fashion of the 
time, alternately ruled the city in oppositioD to the 
legal sovereignty of the Papacy. The city was sharply 
divided into the Upper town, where the Nepia had 
iheir palaces near the casiie and San Rufioo, and the 
Lower town, inhabited entirely by the Fiumi and 
their adherents, which clustered round the church of 
Santa Chiara and down ta San Francesco. These 
two families sought perpetually to outshine each other, 
and such was the reputation they gained among the 
people in the country round that even the Perugian 
chroniclera speak of them aa " most cultured and 
splendid citizens," praising their horsemanship and 
the magnificence of their dresB. So great waa the 
rivalry between the membeis of the two families 
Fiomi and Nepis that, when they met in the piazza 
of Assisi where the nobles often walked in the even- 
ing, they would provoke each otJier with scornful looks 
and words, and often this was a signal for a skirmish. 
The hravi would gather round ihem, and in an inatant 
the whole town be roused to arms. After a sharp 
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tenlury clironicle of Mataraiio {Archiiiia & 
Eli. part i).), who has immorlalised their crimes i 
language; and also Thi Slon/ of Perugia (Medina 
Smet, J. M. Dent & Co.). 
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(iglit one paity was driven to retire xa its Gtrongholda 
in the open country, wliile the victorious nobles seized 
the reina of government, and the weary citizens sank 
beneath the rule of the despots. Assisi presented a 
most melancholy speciacie at the end of one of these 
encounters. Most of the dwellings of the exiled nobles 
lay in ruins, the churches were shut in consequence or 
the perpetual bloodshed, and the palaces, barred and 
chained, with the gratings drawn up before the entrance, 
Kerned to be inhabited by no living being. Franciscan 
friara stole along the streets on their errands of mercy 
among the dittresscd citizens, who, besides the horrors 
of the city feuds, suifered from the pestilence and 
famine which decimated nearly all the towns of Italy 
at this period. But this death-like silence within the 
town was never of" long duration. The exiled party, 
ever on the alert to regain possession of their homes, 
would creep into the town at some unguarded moment 
and once more stir a people to light who were beginning 
lo chafe beneath the irksome rule of the rival despots, 

A climax of evils came when, in addition to a 
hundred other ills, the Baglioni of Perugia took upon 
themselves to interfere. 

In 1 494 we find the Fiumi and the Nepis living 
peaceably in their |>alaces, dividing the power in Assisi, 
until at last the hot-headed Fiumi grew weary of the 
even balance of things, and determined at one stroke 
to rid themselves of every foe. In open combat they 
had attempted this and failed, so a. treacherous plot 
was hatched. Jacopo Fiumi, head of the house, and 
his brother Alessandro, persuaded their friends, the 
Priors of the city, to prepare a great banquet in the 
Communal Palace and invite all the members of the 
rival family to be present. Unarmed, and not dream- 
ing of danger, the Nepis entered the big hall. No 
sooner had they thrown oii their cloaks than the 




War and Strife 

Piumi rushed upon them with drawi 
knives. Angered by such wanton 
citizens drove the murderers from the city; and the 
Priors, protected by the darkness of the night, fled 
into the open country to seek a refuge in some neigh- 
Now this event, like many otliera, might have sub- 
aided and been followed by a period of peace, only it 
happened that the Baglioni were allies of the Nepia 
and ready to avenge them in Assisi, They had, more- 
over, old scores to settle with Jacopo Fiumi, who, 
Mataraizo tells us, in pained surprise, "was a most 
cruel enemy of the house of Baglioni and of every 
Perugian, and studied day and night how he might 
injure those of Perugia, so that he was the cause of 
much trouble to the magnificent house of Baglioni." * 
This was therefore a good opportunity for the Baglioni 
to lay siege to Assisi, and perpetual skirmishes took 
place in the plain, which sapped the life-blood of the 
citizens and laid waste the Umbrian country for many 
miles around. The peasants, whose grain had been 
trampled down by the Baglioni, were driven half- 
naked into the woods, and watched the high roads from 
the heights above Assisi like birds of prey, swooping 
down to rob or kill travellers passing by. Badgers, 
wolves, and foxes roamed unmolested in the plain, and 
fed upon the unhuried bodies of the murdered travellers 
and of those who fell in battle ; while, in the dead of 
night, the friars of the Portiuncula stole out to bury 
what bones the wild beasts had left. Things had come 
to such a pass that the Assisars, as we are told, knew 
not what to say or do, so many of their number were 
dead or taken captive and the enemy was ever at their 
gates. Giovan Paolo, mounted on his black charger, 
"which did not run but flew," led the Perugians to 

• Cr.n^ca Malar^^^^, p, 7S- 
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ttorra the town and draw the ciiizeos out to battle. 
He waa one of the fiercert of the Baglioni brood 
Famous soldier, aad yet it was in vain he sought 
to inspire the Assisaoa with fear. " Indeed," saya 
Matarazzo, " each one proved himself valiant on either 
aide ; for the Assisans had become warlike and inured 
to arms, and they were all iniquitous and desperate." ' 
The foes were of equal strength and courage, and the 
war, which had already lasted three years, seemed 
likely to have no end. But one day the Assisana, 
watching from their ramparts, saw a large squadron 
of soldiers hurrying from Perugia to the aid of the 
Baglioni, and they began to ring the city bells as a 
signal that the moment had come for the final stand. 
Those who wtre skirmishing in the plain against 
Giovan Paolo began to lose heart when they heard 
the clanging of the bells, and the Perugians, perceiving 
their advantage, took new courage, so that "each one 
became as a lion." More than sixty Assisans were 
slain that day, while the prisoners sutFered cruelly under 
the vengeance of those who took this opportunity of 
remembering offences of past years. "And thus did 
his lordship, the magntlicent Giovan Paolo, return 
victorious and joyful from this great and dangeroui 
battle." a 

Once the gates of Assisi were forced open, the 
Baglioni and their hra-ai scoured the streets from end 
to end, killing all they encountered, and dragging from 
the churches the poor women who sought shelter and 
protection. The blood-thirsty brood did not even 
respect the Church of San Francesco ; and the friars, 
in a letter to their patron Guidobaldo, Duke of 
Urbino, complain most bitterly of the crimes com- 
mitted within the sacred edifice, even on the very 



'^ Ibid. 
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steps of the altar, " The poor city of Asaiai," the 
letter says, "has koowc only sorrow through the per- 
petual raids of the Baglioni, whose maoy crimes would 
be condemned even by the infidel Turks. They rebel 
againet the holy Pootiif, and such is their ferocity that 
they have set fire to the gates of the city — even uoto 
that of the Basilica of San Francesco. They do not 
ahudder to murder men, cook their flesh, and give it 
to the relations of the slain to eat in their prison 
dungeocB," I Matarazzo also dwells on the sad con- 
ditions of Aasiai during her final struggle for indepen- 
dence. *' So great was the pes-tilence and the famine 
within the w^lls that human tongue could not describe 
it, for great woe there was, and such scarcity and ' 
penury in Aasisi aa had never been known, I myself 
have talked to men who were in Asaiai at that time, 
and who, on remembering those days of &mine, pestil- 
ence, and war were bathed in tears j and, if the aubject 
had come up a thousand times in a day, a chouaand 
times would they have wept bitterly, so dark was the 
memory thereof. Not only did they weep, but thoae 
also who listened to them, for they would recount 
how they wandered by the wa.ils of the town, and 
down to the hamlets, and in every place searching for 
herbs to eat ; and how, forced by hunger, they ate all 
manner of cooked herbs, and many people sustained 
themselves with three or four cooked nuts dipped in 
wine, and with ihia they made good cheer." ^ 

In reading the terrible chronicle of these years, one 
asks, " How did any life survive in the fece of such 
ghastiy suffering ? " The strange fact remains that life 
not only survived, but that the Assisans even flourished 
during the period, and, like half-drowned birds, who, 
rising to the surface, baak for a while in the sunshine and 
' Fratini. Slsria d,lU RuUha di Sm Frmiia, p. 1B7. 
^ Crtmaca S Malaraxto, p. 7J. 
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then spread their wioga for a fresh flight, they too arose 
and prospered. But the time waa drawing near when' 
these continual eiforts were no longer needed. The 
rival factions had reached the suminit of their savage; 
strength, and the city despots were soon to be swept 
from the land by the whirlwind they themselves had 

In the year 1 500, during one awftil night of carnage 
at Perugia, the Baglioni were nearly all murdered 
throjgh the treachery of some of their own family. 
The manner in which the clansmen sought out their 
victims and stabbed them in their sleep, driving their 
teeth into their hearts in savage fury, sent a thrill of 
horror throughout Italy. The downfall of this power- 
fj] house affected the destiny of Assisi, for Perugia 
was brought under the immediate dominion of the 
church, and with the advent of Paul III, she lost her 
independence, which she never again recovered. A 
mighty fortress was erected on the site of the Baglioni 
palaces, and the significant words " jid cotrccndam 
Perut'iBorum audacam" were inscribed upon its walls. 
The Farnese Pope meant to warn, not only the citizens 
of that proud city which he had brought so successfully 
within his net, but also the Assisaos and the other 
Umbrians who, with .inxious eyes, were watching the 
storms that wrecked Perugia. 

With this new order of things the last flicker of 
medisEval liberty was being extinguished, and when 
Paul III, ordered the cannons from the castle of 
Assisi to be transferred to his new fortress at Perugia, 
the Assisans felt that a crisis had been reached and 
that henceforth they muai be guided by the menacing 
linger of an indomitable pontiff. One last effort she 
did indeed make to save her dignity : she begged to be 
governed independently of her old rival Perugia. To 
this the Pope agreed, and a Papal Legate came with 
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great pamp and was met outside the gates by the Priors, 
nobles, and citizens of Asaisi. With that great Farneae 
fortreas looming In the distance they were forced to 
make some sirow of gladnesa as they followed him Id 
solemn procesGion through the town and up the steep 
hiil to the Rocca Maggiore. Here the Legate walked 
round the ramparts and through the spacious halls of 
the castle, taking possession of all in the name of the 
Church of Rome. Then the Cafitellano knelt down 
before him, and as he handed the krys over to his 
keeping, the history of war and strife in Assisi abruptly 
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The Umbriati Prophet 



FTEN while read- 
ing the Italian 
chroniclers we for- 
get [hat a life of 



naking waB passed 

pestilence, and famioe cast a settled 
n every home. Lazar-houses stood 
at the gates of the city while aumptuous 
feasts were spread in the banqueting halls 
of palaces. Men rebelled against the ughnesa and 
squalor produced by a hundred ills that swept over 
Italy during the twelfth century,^ and ao it came 
about that in the darkeat hours of 3 city's history, 
scenes of maddest revelry were enacted. At this 
period were founded the Brigate Amorose, or Com- 

> For a true picture of ctie condition of lialiaa towne, 
torn by Btrife, decimated by fainine,and suffering I'rom leprosy 
brought by the cruiadera, Bee Brewer's admirable preface in 
ToL i>. of the Mm¥mmta Fnmtiiaua. 
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i of young nobles, whose one aim in life was 
amuaement. There were few towns in Italy, hnw- 
r omall, in which these gay youths did not organ- 
ise magniiiceni sports and tournaments ^ to which 
the ladies came in gowns of rich brocades or " fair 
velvet," their tresses garlanded with precious jewels 
and flowers. Or knights, ladies, and other folk 
would meet in the piazzas and pass the summer eve- 
nings with 
" ProTengal songs and dances thai nurpasi ; 

And quaint French mummlugs: and through hollow bra'aa 

A sound of German music in the air."" 

Late at night after a splendid banquet, the nobles 
waodered through the streets singing as they fallowed 
the lead of one chosen by themselves, whom they 
called the Lord of Love. Sometimes their ranks 
led by passing troubadours from Provence 
who sang of the feats of Charlemagne and of King 
Arthur and his knights. For it was the time when 
Bernard de Vcntadour was singing some of his sweetest 
love lyrics, and people were alternately laughing at the 
whimsicalities of Pierre Vidal and weeping at the tender 
pathos of his poems.* Those who listened to these 
songsters were, for the moment, deceived into thinking 
life was full of love and mirdi, and sorrow only touched 
them when their lady frowned. The music of Pro- 
vence found a way across the Alps to the feudal courts 
of Este and Ferrara, to Verona, and later, southwards 
to Sicily, where Frederick the Great was king. It 
csme even to the towns which lay hidden in the folds 
of the Umbrian mountains, and some of its sweetest 

' The firil tournament took place at.Bologna in 114.7. 
2 Folgore di San Gimignano, tranilated by D, G. Rosseta 
» These were the first trouhadouri lo visit the Italian courts, 
driven from Provence by Lhe crusades agalosc the Albigemes, 
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Btrains were echoed back again from Aafiiai. Her 
troubadour was Francie Bernardone, the rich merchant's 
son, leader of the young nobles who, in their carousals, 
named him Lord of Love, and placed the kingly 
Keptre in his hand as he walked at thefr head through 
the streets at night, rousing the sleepy Assisan burghers 
with wild bursts of song. 

Francis had learned the Provencal language from his 
mother, Madonna Pica, whom Pietro Bernardone * is 
said to have met while journeyirg from castle to castle 
in Provence, tempting the ladies to buy his merchandise 
as he told them news of Italy. The early writers do 
not mention her nationality, they only allude to her as 
Madanaa, which might imply that she was of noble 
birth ; the later legend, which says that she was of the 
feraily of the counts of Bourlemont, is without founda- 
tion. We know she was a good and tender mother to 
Francis, who was left mostly in her charge, as Pietro 
Bernardone was so often absent in France. She taught 
him to love the world of romance and chivalry peopled 
by the heroes of the troubadours, and there he found 
an escape from the gloom that enveloped Assisi during 
those early days of warfare which were enough to 
sadden that joyous nature rarely found among saints. 
Celano gives a graphic picture of the temptations to 
which the youths of the middle ages were exposed, 
even in infancy in their own homes. This danger 
Francis escaped, but the companions with whom he 
■pent the first twenty years of his life in gay living had 
not been so well guarded, and Francis was not slow to 

' A certain Bi^rnardo MorlconI, leavtag his brother lo carrf 
an the busineii at Lucca, then famous for iri manufacture of 
lillc stuffs, came and settled at Aisisi where he got the nick- 
name Bernardone— the big Bernard. Wlieiher in allmlon to 

name was lose eight of and his lion was l;nown ai Pietro 
Bernardone. 
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feel the influence of his time. We must remember 
that the accounts wc have of him were written Qoder 
the papal eye, and it \% patent that both as sinner ai 
as saint he took a leading part. 

" He was always first among hiB equals in i 
vanities," says Celano, " the first instigator of evil, and 
behind none in foolishness, so that he drew upon him- 
self the attention of the public by vain-gloriouB ex 
vagance, in which he stood foremost. He was 
chary of joltes, ridicule, light sayings, evil -speaking, 
singing, and in the wearing of soft ^ind fine clothes; 
being very rich he spent freely, being less desirous of 
accumulating wealth than of dissipating his substance; 
clever at trafficking, but too vain to prevent others 
from spending what was his : withal a man of pleasant 
manners, fecile and courteous even to his own disadvan- 
tage; for this reason, therefore, many, through his fault, 
became evil-doers and promoters of scandal. Thus, 
surrounded by many worthless companions, triumphantly 
and scornfully he went upon his way." 1 

His early years passed away in feasting and singiog 
with an occasional journey to a neighbouring town to 
the Bernardone wares, until \^a^ when war broke 
between Ferugia and Assisi, and the big bell of the 
cathedral called the citizens to arms in the Piazza della 
Minerva. Men gathered round their captain, while 
from the windows of every house women gesticulated 
wiltlly, almost drowning the clank of armour and the 
tramp of horses by their shrill screams. Francis, o 
magnificent charger, rode out of the city gates abreast 
with the nobles of Asaisi, filling the bourgeois heart of 
Pietro with delight, that a son of his should be thm 
honoured. It was a beautiful sight to see the com- 
muoal armies winding down to the plain, one coming 
from the western hill, the other from the southern, to 
' Cdsmo. yUa L cap. i. 
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match their strength by the Tiber. They were " troops 
of knights, nobic io face and form, dazzling in crest 
and shield ; horse and man one labyrinth of quaint 
colour and gleaming light— the purple, and silver, and 
scarlet fringes flowing over the strong limbs and dash- 
ing mail like sea waves over rocks .it sunset." ' 

The AssisanB were vanquished : no dciails of the 
fight have come down to u(, but we know that the 
nobles lay in a Pcrugiaa prison for a year and that it 
was Francifi who cheered them, often aatoniBhing them 
with bis wild spirits. They told him he was mad to 
dance so gaily in a prison, but nothing saddened htm 
in those days. 

When peace was at last made, with hard terms for 
Asaisi, the prisoners returned home and threw them- 
selves with renewed vigour into their former pursuit of 
pleasure, and soon afterwards Francis fell ill of a fever 
which brought him near the gra.ve. Face to face with 
death he stood a while, and the result of the danger he 
had passed through worked an extraordinary change in 
his nature. His recovery was in reality a return to a 
new life, both of body and soul. Celano tells us that 
Francis " being somewhat stronger and sble to walk 
about the house leaning on a stick, in order to com- 
plete his restoration to health one day went forth and 
with unusual eagemeaa gazed at the vast extent of 
country which lay before him ; yet neither the charm 
of the vineyards or of aught that is pleasant to look on, 
were of any consolation to him." ^ 
' It was probably from the Porta Nuova, close to 
where the church of Santa Chiara now stands, thai he 
looked out on the Umbrian country he loved so well. 
Here Mount Subasio rises grey and bleak above the 
olive groves which slope gradually down to the valley 
iRuskin. Thi tvio fath. : LEcturelll. 
« Celano. Vita 1. cap. i. 
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where a white road leads past Spello to Foligno in the 
plain nad on to Spoleto high up in the mountain gorge 
which brings the valley to a close. AJl these cowni 
were dear and familiar to Francis. He had watched 
ihein in spring time when the young corn was ripening' 
neat their wails and the children came out to look for 
the sweet scented narcissi, ' While wandering on the 
hill sides at dawn he had s^en the brown roofs warmed 
by the first rays of the sun and each window twinkle 
like so many eyes across the plain in answer to the 
light. But as he looked now upon the same scene a 
great sadness came over him, and we are told he won- 
dered at the sudden inward change. That hour in the 
smiling Umbrian landscape was the most solitary he 
ever experienced ; il! and weak he awoke to the 
emptiness of the life he had hitherto led, and in the 
bitterness of his soul he did not know where to turn 
for comfort.' ' 

It is a remarkable fact that Celano docs not from 
this moment picture Francis as an aureoled saint, but 
allows us to realise the many dilTiculties he had to over- 
come before he stands once more among the vineyards 
with a song of praise upon his lips, and a look of victory 

Although Francis began to " despise those things he 
had formerly held dear," he was not altogether freed 
from the bonds of vanity, nor had he " thrown off the 
yoke of servitude"; for when restored to health he 
was full of anibidous projects to make a great career 
for himself in the world. The realisation of his dreams 
seemed indeed near, as it happened at this time that a 
noble knight of Assisi was preparing to join the army 

' " Le vide lamentable de la vie lui ilflii tout It coup appam ; . 
[1 £tait elTray^ i.t cettc io)iiude d'une grande ame, dana laquella 
it n'y a point d'autel." Paul Sibatler. Vic dc S. Frmicau f 
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of Gauthier de Brienne, then fighting the battJes of 
Pofie Innocent III, io Apulia. Francis, "greedy of 
glory," determiDed to accompany the knight to the 
wars, and began to prepare for the journey with more 
than usual magailicence. He was all impatience to 
start, and hia mind wag full of the expedition when he 
had a dream which lilled him with hope. In lieu of 
the bales of silk in hia father's warehouse, stood saddiea, 
shielde, and lances, all marked with the red cross, and 
aa he marvelled at the sight a voice told him ihose 
arms were intended for himself and his soldiers. Rising 
next morning full of ambitious plans after such an omen 
of good fortune, he mounted his charger and rode 
through the town bidding farewell to his friends. He 
smiled on all and seemed so light of heart that they 
pressed round asking what made him so merry. 
"I shall yet be a great prince," he answered, and he 
passed oat of the Porta Nuova, -where but a short while 
before he had stood looking down so sadly on the 
valley he was now to traverse as an armoured knight. 
At Spolelo he had a return of intermittent fever, and 
while chafing at the delay a voice called to him: 
" Francis, who can do the moat good, the master or 
the servant V 

" The master," answered Francis, not in the leait 
astonished by the mysterious question. 

"Why then dost thou leave the master for the ser- 
vant, and the prince for the follower \ Return to thy 
country, there shalt thou he told what to do ; for thou 
hast mistaken the meaning and wrongly interpreted the 
vision sent thee by God." 

Next morning, leaving the knight to continue the 
journey alone, he mounted his horse and returned to 
Assisi, where he was doubtless received with disappoint- 
ment by his parents, and with gibes by the citizens who 
had listened to his bonsts of future greatness. Once 
4S 
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back t 



3 work io his father's shop, but 
now when the young nobles called to him to join id 
their revels he went listleasly, often escaping from their 
midit to wander alone in the fields or pass long houn 
praying in a grotto near the city. One day hia friendi, 
in despair at his frequent absences, gave a grand banquet, 
making him " King of the feast." He delighted them 
all with fitful bursts of merry wit, but at last when the 
revellers rushed out into the night to roam about the 
town till dawn, Francis fell back from the gay throng, 
and stood gazing up at the calm Umbrian aky decked 
in all its splendour of myriad stars/ When the others 
returned in search of their leader, they, wondering at 
the change that had come over the wildest spirit of 
Asaisi, assailed him with questions. " Are you think- 
ing of marrying, Francis,' cried one jester, and amidst 
the laughter of all came hia quiet answer i " Yes, a 
wife more noble and more beautiiiil than ye have ever 
seen ; she will outshine all others in beauty and in 
wisdom." Already the image of the Lady Poverty 
had visited him, and enamoured like a very troubadour 
he composed songs in her honour as he walked in the 
woods near Assisi. 

The kind heart of Francis had aiways been touched 
at the sight of the poor lepers, who, exiled from the 
companionship of their fellow creatures, lived in a lazar- 
house on the plain, about a mile from the town. But hia 
compasaion for their misery was mingled with a strong 
feeling of repugnance, ao that he had always shunned 
these wretched outcasts. " When I was in the bondage 
of sin," he tells us in his will, " it was bitter to me, 
and loathsome to see, and !oke uppon persouny enfect 
with leopre ; but that blessed Lord broughte me amonge 
them, and I did mercy with them, and departing from 
them, what before aemyd bittre and lothcsomme wai 
tunied and changed to me in great swcetnessc and com- 
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(brt both of body nnd of loule, and afterwards in this 
state 1 Etode and abode a lytle while, and then I lefte 
and forsooke the worldly !yf." ' 

Pietro Bernardone now saw his son, clothed in rags, 
his &ce pinched and white from long vigils spent in 
prayer, going forth on errands of mercy, jeered at by 
the citizens, pelted with stoocs and tilth by the children. 
There were many stofma in ihe Bernardone household 
which the gentle Pica was unable to quell ; and when 
finally Francis began to throw his father's money 
among the poor in the same regal manner in which 
he had once spent it among his boon companions, Ber- 
nardone could bear it no longer, and drove hia son 
from the house. When they met he cursed him, and 
the family bonds thus severed were never again re- 
newed. 

Francis was still like a pilgrim uncertain of hia goal, 
or like a man sending before a heavy burden which 
he feels unable to lift. What was he to do wich hit 
life — how could he help the poor and suffering — were 
questions he asked himself over and over again as he 
vainly sought for au anchor in the troubled seas. The 
answer came to him one day as he was ;ittending mass 
at the chapel of the PorUuncula on the feast of St. 
Matthew the apostle, in the year 1 20g. 

" And as ye go, preach, saying, The kingdom of 
heaven is at hand. Hea! the sick, cleanse the lepers, 
raise the dead, cast out devils ; freely ye have received, 
freely give. Provide neither gold, nor silver, nor brass 
in your purses, nor scrip for your journey, neither two 
coats, neither shoes, nor yet staves "... read the 
priest from the gospel of the day. Those simple words 
were a revelation to Francis, who, when mass was over, 
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ran out into the woods, and, with only the birds ia 
the oak trees to witness his strange interpretado 
the gospel, threw away hia shoes, waDet, staff and 
well-filled purse. " This is what I desired ; behold, 
here is what I searched for and am burning to per- 
form," he cried, in the delirium of hia new-found 
oy. 
If the AsaiBanB had been astonished at his former 
as they termed his deeds of charity, they 
: yet more amazed to see him now, clothed !d a 
coarse habit, with a knotted cord round hie waist, and 
with bare feet, begging hia bread from door to dooT> 
After a little while they grew accustomed to the 
hurrying figure of the young mendicant as he passed 
rapidly down the street greeting all he met with the 
salutation of " Our Lord give thee His peace." The. 
words brought something new and strange into n 
hearts, and those who had scoffed at him most drew 
near to learn the secret of their charm. The first to 
be touched by the simplicity and joyoua saintlinei 
Francis was Bernardo di Quintevalle, a wealthy noble of 
Assisi, who had known him as King among the young 
Asaisan revellers, and watched with astonishment his 
complete renouncement of the world. He determined. 
to join Francis in ministering ro the lepers, and began 
his new mode of life by selling all his possessions for 
the benefit of the poor. His conversion created a 
siderable stir in the town ; and people had not ceased to 
gossip on the subject when another well-known citizen, 
Pietro de Catanio, a canon of the cathedral, also oflered 
his services at the lazar-hoose. A few days later a 
labourer named Egidio " beholding how those noble: 
knights of Aasisi despised the world, so that the wholi 
country stood amazed," came in search of Francia to 
beg him to take him as one of his companions. Francw 
met him at the entrance of the wood by the lazar hoa- 
4« 
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pita!, and gazing on the devout aspect of Bgidia, 
answered and said : " Brother most dear, God has 
shown Himself exceeding gracious unto thee. If the 
Emperor were to come to Aseisi and desire to make a 
certain citizen hia knight or private chamberlain, ought 
not such a one to be exceeding glad? How much 
more oughteet thou Dot to rejoice that God hath chosea 
thee out to be Hia knight and well-beloved servant, 
to observe the perfection of" the Holy Gospel " ? i 
and, taking him by the hand, he brought him to the 
hut which was their home. Here a merchant's son, 
a learned churchman, and a rich nobleman, welcomed 
an Assisan labourer in their midst with the simple 
brotherly love which was to be the keynote of the 
franciacan order. After the reception of Egidio we 
are toJd that Francis went with him to the Marchei 
of Ancona, " singing glorious praises of the Lord of 
heaven and earth " as they travelled along the dusty 
roads. Albeit Francis did not preach publicly to the 
people, yet as he went by the way he admonished and 
corrected the men-folk and the women-folk, saying 
lovingly to tbem these simple words : " Love and fear 
God, and do lit penance for your sins." And Egidio 
would say : " Do what this my spiritual Father saith 
unto you, for he speaketh right well." 

It was not long before the fame of Francis drew 
quite a tittle community of brethren to the tiny hut in 
the plain, and the question naturally occurs^ Did 
Francis plan out the creation of an order when he 
gathered men around him \ It was go natural a thing 
lor disciples to follow him that liis biographers simply 
note it as a fact, and, not being given to speculation in 
those days, pass on to other events. We may be 
allowed to conjecture that the same ambition which 
some years before had stirred his longing to be a great 

' Life of ficato Egidio in the L^h Ftrwin of Si. Frauds, 
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prince was not dead, ooly his dreams were 
realised in another sphere of action. The quaJilies 
which made him the hrtUiani leader among the gay 
Qoblea of AEsisi were now turned into another ch; 
_he became a prince among saints, a controlli 



In this complete 
e of the secretE of hit 
'orld had been a labourer^ 

continue his life in the 

1 the olives for the 
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Varied indeed was the band of Francis' disciple^, 
and it is interesting to see how each one was allowed, 
to follow the bent of his nat 
sympathy with character lay o 
power. Egidio, wf 
was encouraged by his master t 
open country. He ga.thered ii 
sants, helped them with their vintage, and when the 
com was being cut would glean the ears ; but if anyone 
offered bim a handful of grain, be remarked: "My 
brother, I have no granary wherein to store 
Usually he gave away what he had gleaned t 
poor, so that he brought little food back to the coi 
Always ready to turn his hand to every job, oni 
we find Egidio beating a walnut tree for a proprietol 
who could find none to do th? work because the t 
was BO tall. But he eet himself gaily to the task, e 
having made the sign of the Cross, " with great feaif 
climbed up the walnut tree and beat it. The share thaf 
fell to him was so large that he could not carry it in hii 
tunic, so taking off his habit he tied the sleeves ai 
hood together and made a sack of it." ^ With this load 
on his back he returned towards the convent, but o 
the way distributed all the nuts to the poor. Egidio 
remains the ideal type of the franciscan friar. " Hft 
is a Knight of my Round Table," said Francia oii« 
day as he recounted some new adventure which had 
'ntrepid brother, who was always Journey^ 



befallen the ir 
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ing Co aomc southern town, and it said even to have 
visited the Holy Land.' 

A very different miin, drawn by the magic influence 
of Francis into the Order at the beginning of its fame 
in 121 1, was Elias Buont» rone, the son of a fiolognese 
mattresE-maker who had for some time been settled in 
Asstsi. He is always represented by the biographers 
as haughty, overbearing, and fond of controlling the 
actions of others; in fact a strong contrast to the meek 
brother Leo whom Francis lovingly named the little 
lamb of God. But if lacking in saintly qualities, Ellas 
possessed a remarkable mind and determination of 
character which enabled him afterwards to pky a 
considerable part in the history of his times. He 
embodies the later franciacao spirit which grew up 
after the saint's death, and of which we shall treat in 
another chapter. 

When Francis found himself surrounded by some 
dozen followers, all anxious to obey his wishes to the 
very letter and waiting only to be sent hither and thither 
as he conimanded, it became necessary to write down 
some rule of life. In simple words he enjoined all to 
live according to the precepts of the Gospel, " and 
they that came to reseyve this forme or manner of 
tyvynge dejiartyd and distributed that they had and 
myght haue too powre people. And we were content 
with oone coote pesyd bothe within forthe and without 
forthe with oone corde and a femoralJ, and we wolde 
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not haue ony more. Our dyvyof lervyee the clerkw 

Baide as other clerkis, and the lay brelhcrne ssoA ther 

Pater noatcr. And we fulle gladly dwell and taried in 

pour deserte and desolat churcliys, and we were contentc 

to be taken as ideods and foolys of every man, and I 

did cxercyae my eelf in bodily laboare. And 1 wille 

laboure, and yt y» my wille surely and steadfastely that 

alle the brethernc occupie and exercyse themself id 

laboure, and in such occupation and laboure as be- 

longeth to honcBte. And those that have no occajw- 

tion to exercyae themself with alie, shall lerne not for 

'Me price or hier for their laboure, 

J give good CKample and eschewe and put 

away idlenesse. When we wer not satisfied nor re- 

isied for our laboure, we went and had recourse 

o the lord of oure Lorde, aakynge almea from dore to 

Lorde by reualation lawghte me to say 

of salutation, ' Our Lorde give to thee His 

The first rule which Francia and his companioas 
took in the summer of izio to be confirmed by Inno- 

t III, has not come down to us. In Rome they 
fortunately met the bishop of Aseisi, who promised to 
obtain for them, through one of the Cardinals, an inter- 

II with the Pope. A legend tells us how Innocent, 
wrapt in deep meditation, was pacing with solemn step 
the terrace of the Lateran, when this strange company 
of ragged, bare-footed, duety men was ushered into big 
presence. He looked at them in surprise, bis lip 
curling in disdain as Francis stepped forward to make 
his request. From an Umbrian pilgrim he heard for 
the first time that power was not the greatest good in 
life while in poverty lay both peace and joy, and the 
great pope stood amazed at the new doctrine. "Who 
can live without temporal possessions," sarcastically 

1 S« Sufri, p. 47. 
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asked the Cardinals who had been trained in the spirit 
of Innocent, and the " Penitents of AMisi " bowed 
their heads, and drawing their hoods fonvard, went 
eorrowfuUy out of the pope's preEcace amid the jeers of 
his court. That night Innocent had a dream in which 
he saw the church of St John Lateran about to fall, 
and its tottering walJs were supported on the shoulders 
of a man whom he recognised as the spokesman of the 
band of Umbrians he had so hastily dismissed. Full 
of strange visions the pope sent for Francis, who re- 
pealed his desire to have his rule confirmed. "My 
son," said Innocent, "your rule of life seems to us 
most hard and bitter, but although we do not doubt 
your fervour we must consider whether the road is not 
too hard a one for those who are to follow thee." 
Francis, with ready wil, anewereJ these objections by 
a tale he invented for the purpose, " A beautifiil 
but poor girl lived in a desert, and a great king, seeing 
her beauty, wished to take her to wife, thinking hy her 
to have fine children. The marriage having taken 
place, many sons were born, and when they were 
grown up their mother thua spoke to them : ' My sons 
be not ashamed, for you are sons of the king ; go 
therefore to his court and he will cause all that is 
needful to be given to you.' And when they came, 
the king, observing their beauty and seeing in them his 
own likeness and image, said : ' Whose sons are you I ' 
And they answered ; ' sons of a poor woman who lived 
in the desert.' So with great joy the king embraced 
them, saying : Be not afraid, for you are my sons, and 
when strangers eat at my table how much more right 
have you to eat who are my legitimate sons ? ' The 
king then ordered the said woman to send all sons born 
of her to be nouiished at his court." "Oh, Messer," 
cried Francis, "I am that poor woman, beloved of 
God, and niade beautiful througli His mei-cy, by whom 
S3 
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he wat plesKCt to geoerate tegittiTute wo*. And tbe-. 
King laid to me that he will feed all tbe «oiit boni of 
me, for aa He feeds strangers ta He may weB feed Hm 

Thiu did Francii describe hia Lady Poverty, and, 
boldly hiat that the crimson-robed princes of tbe Church 
and the prelates of the Papa! Court had strayed from 
the teaching of the Gospel. 

Who can «ay whether Innocent, watching with keen 
eyes the earneai face of the Umbrian teacher, began 
realise the power such a tnan might have in renorii^ 
to the church some of its lost purity, and was planning 
how to yoke him to his service. This at lean we 
know, that be Fore Francis and his conipanioDS left 
Rome they received the tonsure which mai ked them 
as the Church's own, and with bleesinga and promiset 
of protection Innocent sent this new and strange mili ' 
throughout the length and breadth of Italy to fight hU 
spiritual batdes. The simplicity and the love of 
Francis had conquered the Pope, and to the end con- 
tinued to triumph over every difficulty. 

Such was the desire of Francis and his companions 
to return to Asaiei with the good news, that they forgot 
to eat on the way and arrived exhausted in the valley 
of Spoleto, though still singing aloud for the joy in 
their hearts. Somewhere near Orte they found ae 
Etruscan tomb — a delightful retreat for prayer. It so 
pleased Francis that a strong temptation came over him 
to abandon all idea of preaching and lead a hermit's 
life. For there was tSat in his nature which drew him 
into the deep solitude of the woods, and might have 
kept him away from men and the work that was before 
him. The battle in his soul waged fitrcely as he 
stood upon the mountain side looking up the valley i 
towards Assisi, but his heart went out to the people 
who dweic there, and the strong impulse he had to help 
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those who suffered and needed him won the day. The 
die w;!B eaet ; he left his Etruscan retreat to take up once 
more the burden, and thus it was tliat, in the words of 
Matthew Arnold : " He brought religion to the people. 
He founded the most popular body of ministers of 
religion that has ever existed in the church. He trans- 
formed monachism by uprooting the stationary monk, 
delivering him from the bondage of property, and send- 
ing him, as a medicant friar, to be a stranger and so- 
journer 1 not in the wilderness, but in the most crowded 
haunts of men, to console them, and to do them 

When Francis began his misaion among the people 
of ItaJy it was the custom for only the bishops to preach; 
bat as they lived in baronial splendour, enjoying the 
preaent, and amassing money which they extorted from 
their poor parishioners to leave to their families, they 
had little time to attend to spiritual duties. The people 
being therefore left much to their own devices, sank 
ever deeper into ignorance, ain, and superstition. They 
saw religion only from afar until Francis appeared 
"like a star shining in the darkness of the night" to 
bring to them the messages of peace and love. He 
came as one of themselves, poor, reviled and persecuted, 
and the wonder of it made the people throng in crowds 
to hear one who seemed indeed inspired. Those simple 
words from the depths of a great and noble heart filled 
all who listened with wonder. They were like the 
sharp cries of some wild bird calling to its mate — the 
people heard and understood thern. When the citizens 
of an Umbrian town looked from their walls across the 
valley and saw the grey cloaked figure hurrying along 
the dusty road, they rang the bells to spread the good 
news, and bearing branches of olive went out singing to 
meet him. All turned out of their houses to run to 
the market-place where Francis, standing on steps, or 
1$ 
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upon a low wall, for he was short of stature, would 
speak to them as oae friend does to another ; gometiraee 
charming them hy his eloquence, often moring the 
whole multitude to bitter teara by hia preaching on the 
passion of Christ. With hia eyes looking up to the 
heavens, and his hands outstretched as though imploring 
them to repent, he seemed to belong to another world 
and "not to this century." They not only repented, 
but many left the world to follow him and spread the 
goBpe! of peace and love. The firaf woman who begged 
him to receive her vows of renunciation was Chiara 
Scijii, of a noble Assisan house. Several members of 
the family, besides others from near and far, followed 
her into the cloister until she became the abbess of a 
numerous Bisterhood, the foundress of the Poor ClarM J 
or Second Order of St. Francis. 

The first inspired messages of Francis were brought 
to the Asaisans, and then he left them for awhile t ' 
journey further afield into other parts of Italy, ' 
he always met with the same marvellous success 
the following account of his visit to Bologna we _ 
vivid idea of his manner of appeal to the people ; s 
of their enthusiasm and astonishment that this poor a: 
seemingly illiterate man, the very antithesis 
pedantic clergy, should have the power to hold a 
sway an audience by the magic of his words. 
Thomas, citizen of Spalato, and archdeacon ol 
cathedral church of the same city, studying at Bologg 
in the year 12Z0, on the day of the assumption of tl 
Mother of God, saw St. Francis preach in the sijuu 
before the little palace, where nearly the whole t 

IS assembled. He spoke first of angels, of men. 



of devils. 



explained the 






and eloquence that his hearers \ 
astonished that such words could come from the nH 
of a man so simple as he was. Nor did he follow t] 
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usual course of preachers. Hia discourse resembled 
rather one of those harangues that are made by popular 
oratore. At the conclusion, he spoke only of the 
extinction of hatred, and the urgency of concluding 
treaties of peace, and compacts of union. His garments 
were soiled and lorn, hia person thin, his face pale, but 
God gave hia words unheard-of power. He ci 



n of rank, whoae 
had bathed the country 



led fury and cruelty 
in blcKid J many who were 
Love and veneration for the 
saint were universal ; men and women thronged around 
him, and happy were those who could so much as touch 
the hem of hia habit." ' 

Young knights and students stepped out of the crowd 
after one of these burning discourses, resolved to don 
the grey habit and renounce the world. The ranka of 
the followers of St. Francis were swelled at every town 
through which he passed j and he left some of his own 
sweetness and gentleness among thoae who had Itstened 
to his preaching, so that party feuds lay dormant for 
awhile, enemies were reconciled, and all tried to lead 
more Christian lives. Pax et bonum was the Franciscan 
war-cry which fell indeed strangely on the air in a 
medioeval town. Whenever Francis heard of tension 
and ill-will between the noblea and the people he 
hurried with his message of peace to quell the atorm. 

But at Perugia he failed. Brother Leo tells us that, 
"Once upon a lime, when the Blessed Francis was 
preaching to a great multitude of people gathered to- 
gether in the Piazza of Perugia, some cavaliera of the 
city began to jouat and play on their horses In the 
[riazza, thus interrupting his sermon ; and, although 
rebnked by thoae present, they would not desist. Then 

■ Quoted bySigonius io hunork on [heBiihopi of Bologna. 
Optra emuia, v. iil., tranilated by Canon Knon Little. UJi 
^St. Frimch «/ Aiiiil, p. 179. 
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the blessed Francia, in the fervour of his soul, turned 
tonarda them and said, ' Listen and understand what 
the Lord announces to )0u by me, hia httle servant, 
and refrain from jeering at him, and saying, He is 
an AsBisan ' This he 
said beciuae of the 
ancient hatred which 
stiil exists between 
the Perugians and the 
Aflsisana ." ^ Re- 
buking the citizens 
for their pride, he pre- 
dicted that if they 
I-- did not shortly repent 
civil war would break 
out in the city. But 
the Perugians, who 
fought ever better than 
they prayed, con- 
tinued ID their evil 
ways until at length 
the words of St 
Francis were vended. 
A tumult arose be- 
tween the people of 
Perugia, and the 
HA Di ). UAHiA DELLE RUSE soldieFB wcre thrust 

out of the city gatea 
into the country, whtch they devastated, destroying 
trees, vineyards, and corn-fields, so that the misery in 
the land was great. 

In the course of a single day Francis often preached 

at five different towns or villages ; sometimea he went 

up to a feudal castle, attracted by the sound of music 

and laughter. " Let us go up unto this feast," be 

' Sptnlmn Pf/rdhnh, cap. cv., edited by Paul Sabatier. 
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would say to his companion, '* for, with the help of 
God, we may win some good harvest of souls." 
Knights and ladies left the banqueting halJ when they 
heard of his arrival, and Francis standing on a low 
parapet of the courtyard preached so "devoutly and 
sublimely to them that all stood with their eyes and 
their minds turned on him as though an angel of Ood 
were speaking." And then the gay company returned 
to their feast and the two friars went on their way 
singing aload from the joy in their hearts, and passed 
the night praying in some deserted church or rested 
under the oUve trees on the hill-side. At dawn they 
rose and " went according to their rule, begging bread 
for the love of God, 6t. Francis going by one street 
and Brother Masseo by another. But St. Francis, 
being contemptible to look upon and small of stature, 
was accounted but a vile beggar by those who knew 
him not, and only received some mouthfuls of food 
and small scraps of stale bread ; but to Brother Maaseo, 
because he was tall and finely made, were given tit-lHts 
in large pieces and in plenty and whole slices of bread- 
When they had done begging they met together outside 
the town to eat in a place where was a fair spring, 
and near by a fine broad stone whereon each placed 
the alm.f they had gathered, and St. Francis seeing 
the pieces of bread given to Brother Masseo to be 
more numerous, better, and far larger than his own 
rejoiced greatly. . . ."* 

Masseo on one occasion wishing to try the humility 
of. Francis mocked him saying, " Why doth all the 
world come after thee, and why is it that all men long 
to see thee, and hear thee, and obey thee ? Thou art 
not a comely man, thou art not possessed of much 
wisdom, thou art not of noble birth ; whence comes 
it then that the whole world doth run after thee? " 
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It ii eaey to see the naire wooder of the practical 
Masseo in these words, a wonder doubtless shared by 
others who looked on from the same standpoint, at the 
extraordinary influence Francis obtained through his 
preaching. Their astanishment must have reached itt 
height when Francis came to a little town near Bevagaa 
(perhaps Cannara) where he preached with such fervour 
that the whole population wished to take the franciacan 
habit. Husbands, wives, nobles, labourers, yoong and 
old, rich and poor, rose up with one accord, ready to 
leave their homes and follow him to the end of the 
earth. Such an awakening by the simple words of a 
road-side preacher had never before been seen, and wag 
the precursor of other popular demonstrations a few 
years later.' Francis, with extraordinary diplomacy) 
held the enthusiastic crowd in check without extin- 
guisbiog their piety. He calmly viewed the situation 
and solved the difficulty where another, with less know- 
ledge of human nature, might have been carried away 
by the opening of the flood-gates. It is not without 
amusement that one thicks of Francis coming to con- 
vert sinners, and then finding he had called into being 
an order of Religious who absolutely refused to separate 
from him. He calmed the weeping crowd, and with 
caution said to them : " * Be not in a hurry, neither 
leave your homes, and I will order that which ye are 
to do for the salvation of your souls : ' and he then 
decided to create the Third Order for the universal 
salvation of all, and thus, leaving them much consoled 
and well disposed to penitence, he departed. . . ." 

At a time when war, party feuds, and the i 
seizure of property brought misery into the la 
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to restore whar was not rightRilly theira, became a 
power which had to be reckoned with. The rule for- 
bidding them to fight, save in defence of the Church 
or of their country, dealt a severe blow at the feudal 
syfitem, and therefore met with nrnch opposition among 
the great barons. Persecution only increased their 
power, for so early aa 1*27 Gregory IX, protected 
the Brothers of Penitence by a special Bull, The 
enemies of the Church Boon discovered that they had a 
powerful antagonist in an Order which comprised the 
faithfiil of every age, rank, and profession, and whoae 
religious practices, whilst creating a great hood of uniop 
among ihem, were not severe enough to take them 
away from social life in the very heart of the great 
cities. They formed a second vanguard to the papacy, 
and Frederick II, was heard to complain that this 
Third Order impeded the execution of his plans 
against the Holy See; while his chaneelior Pier delle 
Vigne in one of his letters exclaims that the whole 
of Christendom seems to have entered its ranks. ^ 

Thus both from within and from without the world 
was being moulded as Francis willed; all Italy responded 
to his call, and everywhere rose eongs of praise to God 
from a people no longer oppressed by the squalor of 
their evil living. Hia energy and desire to gain souls 
drew hira still further afield into the wilds of Slavonia, 
into Spain, Syria, Morocco, and later into Egypt, for 
the purpose of converting the Soldan. So great was 
his eagerness to arrive at his deGtination and begin to 
preach that, often leaving his companions far behind, 
he literally ran along the roads. He was "inebriated 
by the excessive fervour of his spirit," and on fire with 
divine love, and yet he failed on these missions in 
foreign lands. The reason probably lay in his total 

' See Hijtdri di Sai«tc Eiixainh, Comte de Montalembert, 
pp. 7<. 7J. 
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ignorance of nny language except Italian and Proven;a], 
80 chat his worde must have lost all their eloquence 
add jiowcr when delivered through the medium of an 
interpreter, and we know that Francis never made OK 
of miracles to eDforce hia teaching.^ 

He returned to Aasisi bitterly disappointed, and bo 
despondent that for a while he was tempted to give up 
all idea of preaching. In this uncertainty he turned 
for council to Brother Sylvester and to St. Clare, who 
both urged him to continue hia mission to the people; 
God, they aaid, had not elected him to work out hit 
salvation in the aoJitude of a cell but for the salvation 
of all. He left the hermitage (perhaps the Carcere) 
and lilled with new courage by their words, started on 
a freih pilgrimage by " cities and castles," hut this time 
among the Umbrians who knew and loved him. At 
he came near Bcvagna in the plain a new crowd of 
listeners awaited him — troops of" fluttering birds — bull- 
linches, rooks, doves, " a great company of creaturei 
without number." Leaving hie companions in a state 
of wonder on the road, he ran into the field saying, 
" 1 would preach to my little brothers the birds," and 
as he drew near, those that were on the ground did not 
attempt to fly away, while those perched on the treei 
flew down to listen to tiis sermon. 

" My little bretliren birds," he said, after saluting 
them as was his custom, " ye ought greatly to praise 

< It ii related that when in 1116 aomeFranctscanB went m 
a miEision to Germany the only word they knew vjm "Ja," 
which they uied upon every occasion. In one town they were 
asked If they wer« heretics preaching a rival faith to Catholicism, 
and SI ihey conclQued to eay " Ja, Ja," the citizens threw them 
Into prigOD, and after beating ihem cruelly droie them igno- 
tnlniouily from the country. The account they gave of cheir 
experience to the other friara at Asniei created luch a panic 
that they were often heard In their prayeri to implore God 
to deliver them from the barbarity of ihe Teutona. 
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and love the Lord who created you, for He prorldeih 
all that ie necessary, gmng unto you feathers for raiment 
and winge to fly with. The Most High Gad has placed 
you among Hie creatures, and given you the pure air 
for your abode; ye do not sow neither do ye reap, but 
He keeps and feeds you." ' Str-etching out their Decks, 
opening their beaks, and spreading their wings, the birds 
listened while they fixed their eyes upon [he saint and 
never moved even when he walked in their midst 
touching them with his habit, until he made the sign 
of the Cross and allowed them to depart. He often 
related this episode which had made such a happy day 
ID his life and had been of good augury at a time when 
he was sad. 

The love of Francis for his "little brethren the 
Wrds," nnd indeed for all creatures however small; was 
one of the most beautiful traits in a character which 
stands out in such strong relief in the history of the 
middle ages, It was not only a poetical sentiment but 
the very essence of his being ; a power felt by every 
living thing, from the brigand who left his haunts in 
the forests to follow him, to the half-frozen bees which 
crawled in winter to be fed with wine and honey from 
his hands. An understanding so complete with Nature 
was unknown until Francis stretched out his arms in 
yearning towards her shrines and drew the people, 
plunged in the gloom of Catharist doctrines, towards 
what was a religion in itself — the worship of the 
beautiful. 

" Le treizi^me si^cle etait pret pour com prendre la 
voix du poete de I'Ombrie j le sermon aux oiseaux clot 
le r^gne de I'art byzantin et de la pensee dont il etait 
I'image. C'est la iin du dogmatisme et de I'autoiite ; 
nt de I'individualisme et de 1' inspiration,"' 
I. cap. «1, 
VU ic S. FraiKU d'Auiu, p. lot. 
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ia.ys M. Paul Sabaiier. No one mocked at the sermon' 
to the birds ; no one wondered that leverele, loosed 
from the snare of the huntsman, should run to Francii 
for protection, or pheasants forsake the woods to seek 3 
shelter in his cell ; for bo great an awakening had taken 
place in Italy that alt understood the deep vein of 
poetry in their saint. 

His biographers have transmitted these various anec- 
dotes with a tenderness and simplicity which cannot 
fail to impress us with the belief that Francis, like 
many in our own time, possessed a marked attraction 
for all animals, a magnetism felt with equal strength by 
man and beast. Love was the Orphean lute he played 
upon, sending such sweet melody into the world that 
iu strains have not yet <)ied away. 

Besides the Feeling he had for the beautiful, the 
■mall, or the weak, there was another influence at work 
that made him walk with reverence over the stone^ 
gather up the worms from the path to save them from 
being crushed, and buy the lambs that were being 
carried to market with their poor feet tied together. 
He saw in all things a symbiDl of some great truth 
which carried his thoughts straight to God. One 
day near Ancona he noticed a lamb following slowly 
and disconsolately a large herd of goats which made 
him think of Christ among the Pharisees. In pity 
he bought it from the goat-herd, and in triumph 
carried it to a neighbouring town where he preached 
a parable to an admiring crowd, even edifying the 
bishop by his piety. 

Speaking of his favourite birds he would say, 
" Sister lark hath a hood like the Religious . . . and 
her raiment— to wit her feathers — resemble the earth. 
, . . And when she soars she praises God most 
sweetly." Such was his desire to protect them thai 
he once said if he could only have speech with the 



The Umbrian Prophet 

Emperor he would entreat him to paes a special edict 
for the preservation of his BiBtere the laiks, and com- 
mand the " Mayors of the cities and the Lord of 
the castles to throw grain on the roads by the walled 
towns" on the feast of the Nativity, so that all the 
birds.should rejoice with man on that day. He found 
great joy in the open fields, the vineyards, the rocky 
ravines, and the forests which gave shelter to his 
feathered brethren ; running water and the green- 
nest of the orchards, earth, fire, air, and the winds 
so invited him to divine love that often he passed 
the whole day praising the marvels of creation. No 
wonder he turned his steps more willingly up the 
mountain paths to the hermitage of the Carceri than 
towards the crowded cities. Nature was his com- 
panion, his breviary the mirror wherein he saw re- 
flected the face of the Creator. In the song of the 
nightingales, in the sound of their wings, in the petals 
of a tiny flower, in the ever changing glory of his 
own Umbrian valley he was always reminded of God, 
and for this he has been rightly called a " Fan- 
Christian." 

There is not a corner in Umbria, one might almost 
say in Italy, which does not bear some record of the 
passage of the saint. The sick were brought to him 
and cored, those in trouble laid their sorrows before 
him and went away comforted. When anything went 
wrong, a hasty message was sent to Francis, and all 
with child-like simplicity trusted in him to set thingi 
light. We even hear that the people of Gubbio, being 
persecuted by a fierce wolf, had recourse to him, for 
they failed to protect themselves though the men 
sallied forth "as if going to battle." The saint had 
little difficulty in persuading Brother Wolf to lead a 
respectable life j and he, seeing the advantage of a 
peaceful existence, bowed his head and placed his paw, 
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ae a solemn seal to the compact, In the hand of Francii 
amid the joyful cries of the people who marvelled 
greatly at the "novelty of the mitacle." After this 
he could be seen walking geolly through the atreeti 
of Guhbio to receive his daily ration at every door, 
:d for by the citizens "aod not a dog would wag 
1 his tongue against him." When Brother Wolf 
died there was bitter mourning in the city, for all felt 
aa if a friend had passed away, and there was none 
'id them of the kindly saint who had 
helped them in their need. " Am I expected to 
these fairy tales?" some may ask with a sneer, 
events related — no — but the spirit of these 
legends is more necessary to a true conception of the 
saint and the times in which he lived than all the 
histories that can ever be written about him. The 
Urabrians pictured him as they saw and understood 
him, and tradition going from mouth to mouth found 
finally its perlict expression in the "Little Flowers of 
St. Francis." Wonders and miracles are in every page, 
it is true, but then the peasants will tell you all things 
are possible in Umbriaj the taming of wild beasts, 
the silencing of garrulous swallows who chattered so 
loudly while he preached, do not seem stratiger to them 
than the conversion of brigands and murderers, for did 
not the very angels obey his wishes and play and sing 
to him one night when he lay ill in a lonely hermitage, 
longing for the sound of sweet strains to break the 
awftil stillness round him ? 

Francis would have been sorely troubled had he 
foreseen the numberless miracles his biographers were 
going to attribute to him, for no saint was ever 
humbler. Even in his lifetime, oppressed by the 
homage paid him, he would aay to his adorers with a 
touch of quaint humour : " do not be in such haste to 
proclaim me a saint, for I may still be the father of 
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children." He was always fearfiil leat people should 
OTerrate hw good actions, and his horror of hypocrisy 
drove him to confess aloud to the people gathered 
round to listen to a sermon, in what manner he had 
given way to the desires of " Brother Body." Upon 
one occasion having used lard in lieu of the less 
wholesome oil when he was ill, he began his sermon 
by saying : " Ye come to me with great devoutneM 
believing me to be a satnt, but I do confess unto God 
and unto you that this Lent I have eaten cakes made 
with lard." Another time, after a severe chill, his 
companions sewed sonie fox-slcin inside his habit to 
keep him somewhat warmer during the bitter cold, 
but he was not happy until a piece had been sewn 
also on the outside so that all might see the luxury 
he allowed himself. 

It may at lirst seem atraoge- that one so simple 
should have exercised such extraordinary influence on 
men and women of all ranks, an influence which has 
lasted with undiminished force for seven hundred 
years. But we must remember that a people, however 
ready to listen to the words of a reformer (especially 
an Italian crowd), will hardly be moved by calmness 
or sense; only when one like Francis stirs their 
imagination by a peculiar way of announcing God's 
word, and by acts sometimes bordering on insanity, 
can he completely succeed in winning them. The 
Assisans, at first shocked by some of the s^ctacles 
they witnessed in their sleepy town, jeered and 
murmured, until at last the saint literally took them 
by storm ; and the more he risked their good opinion 
the louder they applauded him and wept for their sins. 
Astonishment was at its height when on the way to 
some service at the cathedral, the citizens saw Francis 
approaching them " naked save for his breeches," 
while Brother Leo carried his habit. He has gone 
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mad through too much pens 
truth was that Francis had imposed this 
on Brother Ruffino who was then preachi 
people in the cathedral, and his conscience Emote him 
so that he began to chide himself, saying : " Why art 
thou GO presumptuouG, son of Bernardone, vile little 
man, as to command Fra Ruffino, who is one of the 
noblest of the Assiaans, to go and preach to the people 
as though he were mad." ... So when Ruffino's 
sermon was ended Fiaocis went up into the pulpt and 
preached with such eloquence on his Lady Poverty 
and on the nakedness and shame of the Passion 
suffered by Our Lord Jesus Christ " that the whole 
church was filled with the sound of weeping and 
wailing such as had never before been heard in Assisi." 
Thus did the force of originality win the people, and 
all those who had Jeered but a few minutes before were 
much " edified and comforted by this act of St. Francis 
and Brother RutTino ; and St. Francis having reclad 
Brother Ruffino and himself, returned to the Portiun- 
cula praising and glorifying God, who had given them 
grace to abase themselves to the edification of Christ' 
little sheep." 

By word and example Francis taught his discipleii 
to be especially humble towards the clergy. " If ye 
be sons of peace," he often said, " ye shall win both 
clergy and people, and this is more acceptable to God 
than tA win the people only and to scandalise tlie 
clergy. Cover their backslidings and supply their 
many defects, and when ye have done this be ye the 
more humble." He had to struggle against much 
opposition among the bishops, who looked upon him 
and his friars as intruders encroaching upon their 
rights. People had often advised him to obtain a Bull 
from Rome, lO enable him to preach without asking 
permission, but it was through the power of persistent 
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meekness that he wished to win his way to every 
heart, and the only weapons he ueed were thoEe of 
love. St. Bonaventura tells ue that the Bishop of 
Imola abfiolutely refuaed to let Francis call the citizens 
together and preach to them. " It sufSces, friar, that 
I preach to the people myself," was the cross reply, 
and Francis, drawing his cowl over his head, humbly 
went his way. But after the short space of an hour 
he retraced his steps, and the bishop inquired with some 
anger why he had returned. He made answer in all 
humility of heart and speech : *' My lord, if a father 
sends hia son out at one door there is nothing left for 
him but to return by another." Then the bishop, 
vanquished by his humility, embiaced him with a joy- 
ful countenance, saying: "Thou and all thy brethren 
shall have a general licence to preach throughout 
my diocese, as the reward of thy holy humility." ' 

This was the saint, gentle and sweet among men, 
who won the friendship of Ugolino, Bishop ot Ostia 
(afterwards Pope Gregory IX). The bishop often 
spent quiet hours at the Purtiuncula, trying perhaps to 
find, in the companionship of the saint and his poor 
friars, a peace he in vain sought amid the luxury 
of the Papal Court. Celano, ^ who may have been 
present during one of these nieetlogs, tells us how 
he delighted in throwing off his rich robes and cloth- 
ing himself in the Franciscan habit. In these moments 
of humility he would reverently bend the knee to 
Francis and kiss his hands. Besides his great admira- 
tion and love for the personality of the saint, he was 
not slow to perceive the services Francis had rendered 

^ Visa di S. Frumacc.'p. -^6. Ediiione Amoni(i88a. Roma). 

'Celino, a learned nobleman from Cdaoo in the Aliruiii, 
joined the Order in mj, and gives by far the most charming 
and Tiiid account of St Francis, for besides knowing him well 
he bad the gift of nricing in do ordinary degrt-e. 
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work of 
orgaDieing a community, no longer a handful of Assisan 
knights and yeomen following in the footsteps of their 
leader, was by no means ao easy task ; and Ugoiioo 
saw his way to bring it more closely into the service 
of the Church. Francis, whether willingly or not we 
cannoi say, begged the Pope to name Ugolino Patron 
and Father of his Order. This was readily accorded, 
for it was felt in the papal circle that Francis was 
not so easy to drive as became a submissive child of 
the Church. They could not complain of actual 
disobedience, but he liked doing things his own way. 
By some at Rome it was suggested to him that he 
should adopt the Benedictine rule, by others that he 
might join his Order to that of St Dnminie, but 
the snint smiled sweetly, and though so dove-like none 
succeeded in entanglinj; him in their diplomatic nets. 
Indeed he puzzled Ugolino many times, and both 
Innocent III and Honorius III were never quite 
sure whether they had to do with a simpleton or a 
saint. The Roman prelates, completely out of sym- 
pathy with his doctrine of poverty, were only too ready- 
to thwart him, and Ugolino knowing this advised him 
" not to go beyond the mountains " but remain in Italy 
to protect the interests of his order. He further per- 
suaded him to come to Rome and preach before the 
Pope and Cardinals, thinking that the personality of the 
saint might perchance win their favour. A 
do honour to his patron, Francis composed a sermODi 
and committed it to memory with great care. When' 
the slight, grey figure, the dust of the Umbrian roads 
still clinging to his sandals, stood up in the spacious 
hall of the Lateran before Honorius and the vener- 
able cardinals, Ugolino watched with anxious eyes the 
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course of evenis. In mortal fear " he supplicated God 
with all ht9 being that the simplicity of the holy man 
ahould not become nn object of ridicule," and resign- 
ing himself to Providence he waited. There waa a 
moment of suspense, of awful silence, for Francis had 
completely forgotten the aerraon he had so carefully 
learned by heart. But his hunnilily befriended him ; 
stepping forward a few paces with a gesture of regret 
he quietly confessed what had jiajipened, and then, as 
if indeed inspired, he broke forth into one of his moat 
eloquent sermons, ''He preached with such fervour 
of spirit," aays Celano, " that being unable to contain 
himself for joy wliilst proclaiming the Word of God, 
he moved even his feet in the manner of one dancing, 
not for play, but driven thereto by the strength of the 
divine love that burnt within him : therefore he in- 
cited none to laughter but drew tears of sorrow from 
alL"i 

When Francis had been preaching for some time a 
certain weariness seems to have possessed him, and he 
would then, " leaving behind him the tumult of the 
multitude," retire to some secret place to dwell in con- 
stant prayer and heavenly contemplation. There were 
many of these refuges, but none so isolated from the 
world as the lofty mountain of La Vernia, which 
had been given to him by Count Orlando Cattani of 
Chiusi, whose ruined castle can still be seen on a spur 
of the Apennines just below. The "Sacred Mount" 
rises clear above the valley of the Casentino to the 
height of 4.000 feet, between the sources of the Tiber 
and the Arno, and looks straight down upon one of 
the perfect views in Tuscany which Dante speaks of: 
"The rilla that glitter down the grassy slopes 
Of Casentino, making fresh and soft 
The banks nheretif they glide lo Amo's ilream." 
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valley from other lands, bo intense Is the feeling of 
remoteness. From ihe white towns gleaming like 
pearls on their green b1o]«s above the young Atqo 
cradled by poplara, is seen the shaip outline of La 
Vernia against the aky, always black, gloomy, and 
dcGant above the cornfields and vineyards. Its aunimit, 
covered with iir'treea, straight and close together, 
appears like a great whale that has rested there since 
the days of the flood. Below the forest lie huge 
boulders of rock and yawning chasms, upheaved, says 
the legend, during the earthquake at the time of the 
Crucifixion. To this solitary place came Francis io 
the year 1224. to celebrate by forty days of fasting 
and prayer the feast of St. Michael the Archangel, 
accompanied by Fra Leo " the little sheep of God," 
Fra Angelo "the gentle knight," Fra lUuminato, and-J 
Fra Masseo. On former visits he h;id been conteatl 
to stay in a cell beneath a " fair beech tree " built for J 
him by Count Orlando close to where the brethren I 
lived ; but this time he chose a spot on the lonelieit ■ 
aide of the mountain where no sound could he heard. \ 
To reach it the brethren had to throw a bridge a^ 
a " horrible and feartu! cleft in a huge rock," and after 
they had fashioned him a rough shelter they left him 
in utter solitude ; only once in the day and once at 
night Fra Leo was permitted to bring 3 little bread 
and water which he left by the bridge, stealing silently 
away unless called by Francis. Near this lonely re- 
treat a falcon had built a nest and used to wake him 
regularly a little before matins with his cry, beating 
his wings at his cell until the saint rose to recite his 
orations. Francis, charmed with so exact a clock, 
obeyed the summons, and such was the sympathy be- 
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cween the friends that the falcon always knew when he 
was weary or ill, and would then " gendy, and like a dis- 
creet and compassionate person, utter his cry later . . . 
and besides this, in the day would sometimes slay quite 
tamely with him." The birds-, which had shown joy 
on hia arrival, iilled the woods with their sweetest song 
while the Angela visited him, sometimes playing such 
beautiful music on the viol that " his soul ulmost 
melted away." But Francis, honoured as he was by 
celestial spirits, and by man and beast, had still to re- 
ceive the greatest sign of grace ever accorded to a saint, 
and the story has been gravely related by ancient and 
modern writers for seven centuries. 

The moment had certainly arrived for accomplish- 
ing the high designs of Providence, for Francis through 
prayer, tasting, and constaot contemplation on the Pas- 
lion of Christ, had become like some spiritual being 
untrammelled by the bonds of the flesh. It was on 
the feast of the Exaltation of the Cross while praying 
on the mountain side, that the marvellous vision was 
vouchsafed to him. The dawn had hardly broken 
when " he beheld a Seraph who had six wings, 
which slione with such splendour that they seemed 
on lire, and with swift flight he came above the face 
of the Blessed Francis who was gazing upwards to 
the sky, and from the midst of the wings of the 
Seraph appeared suddenly the likeness of a man 
crucified with hands and feet stretched out in the 
manner of a cross, and they were marked with 
wounds like those of Our Lord .lesus Christ, and 
two wings of the said Seraph were above the head, 
two were spread as though flying, and two veiled the 
whole body." > Flames of fire lit up the mountains 
and the valley during the vision, and some muleteers 

' Vila dS S. Framaet. da S, Boaaventara, p. 14E, Ediiione 
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KciDg " the bright light ihining through the wiodows 
of the inn where they slept, saddled and loaded their 
beasts thinking the day had broke." When Pranctt 
rote from his knees and looked up to the sky where 
ihe seraph had been and where now the sun wa« 
HfliDg over the Casentino and her steepled towns, he 
bore on his body the marks of the Crucified. Hii 
hands and feet appeared as though pierced through 
with nails, the heads being on the inside of the 
hands and on the upper part of the feet, while 
blood flowed from the wound in his side. Thus trans- 
formed by his surpassing love for Christ, Francis re- 
turned to his four companions and recounted to then) 
his vision, trying all the while out of his deep humility 
to hide from them the signs of the Stigmata. Before 
returning to Assisi he hade them a final farewell, for 
he knew this was the last time he would come with 
ihem to La Vernia. The scene is beautifully pictured 
in a letter of Fra Masseo, which, as far as we know, ii 
here translated for the first time. 



Jesus, Mat 



■ Hoe 



"Brother Masseo, sinner, and unworthy serrant of j 
Jesus Christ, companion of Brother Francis of Assisi, 
man most dear unto God, peace and greetings to all 
brethren and sons of the great piriarch Francis, 
standard-bearer of Christ. 

" The great patriarch having determined to bid a 
last farewell to this eacred mount on the joth of 
September 1124, the day of the feast of St Jerome, 
the Count Orlando of Chiusi sent to him an asa in 
order that he might ride thereon, forasmuch as 
could not put his feet to the ground by reason of I 
their being sore wounded and pierced with nails. lo I 
the morning early having heard mass, according to hi« J 
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wODt, in Sta. Maria degli Angeli,* he called all the 
brethren into the chapel, and bade them in holy 
obedience to live together in charity, to be diligent 
in prayer, always to tend the s^id place carefully, and 
to officiate therein day and night. Moreover he com- 
mended the whole of the sacred mount to all hia 
brethren present, as well as to ihoae to come, exhort- 
ing them to have a care that the said place should not 
be profaned, but always reverenced and respected, and 
he gave his benediction to all Lchabitants thereof, and 
to all who bore thereunto reverence and respect. On 
the other hand, he said : ' Let them he confounded 
who are wanting in respect to the said place, and from 
God let them expect a well-merited chastisement.' 
To me he said: 'Know, Brother Masseo, that my 
intention is that on this mount shall live friars having 
the fear of God before their eyes, and chosen among 
the best of my order, let therefore the superiors strive 
to send here the worthiest friars ; ah ! ah J ah ! Brother 
Maeseo, I will say no more.' 

" He then commanded and ordered me. Brother 
Maasio, and Brother Angclo, Brother Silvestro and 
Brother llluminato, to have a special care of the 
place where that great miracle of the holy Stigmata 
occurred,^ Having said that, he exclaimed ' Fare- 

I This wag a. small cbapel built far St. Francis Iiy Cuunt 
OrUndo, and must uot be confounded with the church of the 

* The enrnest wishes of the saint are to thii dny carried 
out by faithful friars who, eien through the terrible winter 
monlhi. live at La Vemia, suffering privation and cold with 
cheerful nets. At midnight a bell calls tbem to sing matins 
In the chapel of the Stigmata connected with the convent by 
an open colonnade, down which the processian Slei, following 
a crucifix and lanterns. When the aertice hai ceaned, the 
monks Hit tike ghosts behind the altar while the lights are 
entinguished and in the gloom comes the sound of clashing 
chaliu. For an hour ihey chaitiie ihemseliei: then the 
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well, farewell, farewell, Brother Masaeo.' Then 
1 Brother Angelo, he eaid : ' Farewell, 
farewell,' and the same to Brother Silvestro aitd 
Brother Illuminato: 'Remain in peaci 
was, farewell, I depart from you id the body, 
T leave my heart with you ; I depart witli Brother 
Lamb of God, and am going to Sta. Maria degli 
Angeli ' never lo return here more ; 1 am going, 
farewell, farewell, farewell to all ! Farewell, sacred 
mount. Farewell, mount Alvernia. Farewell, mount 
of the angels. Farewell, beloved Brother Falcon, 
I thank thee for the charity thou didst show me, 
farewell! Farewell, Sasso Spicco,* never more 
shall I come to visit thee, farewell, farewell, fare- 
well, oh rock which didst receive me within thine 
entrails, the devil being cheated by thee, never 
more shall we behold one another ! * Farewell, Sta. 



coloanuk 

wind drive the mow in heipi before them, bat the chintingl* 
to be heard, and the mouotonoui criei of tra fro mdii break the 
awful soli'udt; of night throughout the year upon the mouatain 
of La Vernia. 

' Here reference is made lo the Portiuncula, near AiiJai. 

«The Sasio Spicco, which itill can be seen at La Vemia, b 
H block of rock rising high uhove the mountain ridge, and 
teems to hang luspended In the air. It Ibrmi a roof over 
dark aod caiernaus plaices where St. Francii loved to ptay, 
often spending hii nights chere with stones for his bed. 

'The Ftorriti lelatei thai once while St. Francis wu 
praying on the edge of a precipice, not far from the spot 
where he had received the Stigmata., suddenly the devil 
appeared in terrible form amidst the loud roar of a furioua 
tempest. St. Francis, uua.bls to Aee or to endure the ferocloua 
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Mariii degli Aogeli, mother of the eternal Word. 

I commend to thee these my kohb.' 

" Whilflt our beloved father was speaking these 
words, our eyes poured fbrtli lorrcnu of tenrs, so 
that he also wept as he turned Co go, taking with 
him our hearts, and we remaLned orphans because of 
the departure of such a father. 

" I, Brother Masseo, have written thie with tears. 
May Gcd bless us." 

For two years after his return from La Vernia, 
Francis, bearing the marks of the Seraph, conrinued 
to preach and visit the lazLir houses, although he 
was so ill and worn by fasts and vigils that his 
companions marvelled how the spirit could bcIH 
survive in so frail a body. Moreover he had be- 
come nearly blind, remaining sometimes sixty days 
and more unable to see the light of day or even 
the light of lire. It was to him a martyrdom that 
while walking in the woods led by one of the 
brethren, the scenes he loved so well should be 
hidden by this awful darkness. He could only 
dream of the past when he had journeyed from 
one walled town to another through the valley of 
Spoleto ; sometimes rejoicing in the brilliant sun- 
shine, often watching the storms sweeping so glori- 
ously over the land in summer when the rocky beds 
of torrents were filled with rushing water and clouds 
cast purple shadows across the plain. Now those 
and the spirit imprisoned 
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days of rest in a small wattle hut she had built id 
the olive grove close to her convent of San Damiano. 
After nighla of bitter tribulation, of bodily suffering, 
passed in earnest prayer, he arose one morning with 
his heart full of new praises to the Creator. Medi- 
tating for a while he exclaimed, " Alriasimo, omni- 
potente bono Signore," and then composed a chaunt 
thereon, and taught it to his companions so that they 
might proclaim and sing it. His soul was so com- 
forted and fuil of joy that he desired to send for 
Brother Pacifico, who in the world had borne the 
title of King of Verse and had been a most renowned 
troubadour, and to give to him as companions some 
of the brethren to go about the world preaching and 
ringing praises to the Lord ... he willed also that 
when the preaching ivas ended all together should 
as minstrels ai God sing lauds unto Him. And at 
the close of the singing he ordered that the preacher 
should say to the people ; " We are the minstrels of 
the Lord God wherefore we desire to be rewarded 
by you, to wit, that you persevere in true repentance."^- 
It was the Canticle of the Sun which Francil 
com]>osed in his days of blindness, leaving it as an 
undying message to the world, an appeal that they 
should not cease to love the things he had brought 
to their knowledge during those earlier days of his 
ministry among them. He poured the teaching of 
a life*time into a song of passionate praise to the 
Creator of a world he had loved and found so beauti- 
fiil J and the sustained melody of the long, rolling 
lines charm our fancy like the sound of waves during 
calm nights breaking upon the beach. The poem, 
though rough and unhewn, still remains one of the 
marvels of early literature, and to Francis belong! 
the honour of setting his seal on the religious poetry 
' Sfnailum Pcrfiaimu, cap. c, edited by Paul Sabacier. 
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of hi* country. Hia was the first glow of colour 
proclaiming the dawn — the first notes of eong which, 
coming from Assiai, passed along the ranks of Italian 
poete to be taken up by Dante in "full-throated ease," 
We give the Canticle of the Sun in the exquiaite 
rersioo of Matthew Arnold. 

" O most high, almighty, good Lord God, to 
Thee belong praise, glory, honoiir, and all blessing ! 

" Praised be my Lord God with all His creatures j 
and specially our brother the sun, who brings us the 
day, and who brings ub the Eight ; &ir is he, and 
shining with a very great splendour : O Lord, he 
signifies to us Thee ! 

" Praised be my Lord for our sister the moon, and 
for the stars, the which he has set clear and lovely in 

"Praised be our Lord for our brother the wind, 
and for air and cloud, calms and all weather, by the 
which thou upholdeet in life all creatures. 

" Praised be my Lord for our sister water, who is 
very serviceable unto us, and humble, and precious, 
and clean. 

" Praised be my Lord for our brother fire, through 
whom thou givest us light in the darkness ; and he is 
bright, and pleasant, and very mighty, and strong. 

" Praised be my Lord for our mother the earth, 
the which doth sustain us and keep us, and bringeth 
forth divers fruits and flowers of many calaurs,and grass, 

" Praised be my Lord for all those who pardon 
one another for his love's sake, and who endure weak- 
ness and tribulation; blessed are they who peaceably 
shall endure, for Thou, O most Highest, shalt give 

' St. Francis composed this vcnii: \3Xa on the OFcaiion of a 
quarrel which aroK between the Eishop of Aai^iai and the 
Podesti. The last couplet was added at the Portiuncula while 
be wu on hii deacb-bed. 
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" Praised be my Lord for our sister, the death of 
the body, from whom no man escapeth. Woe to 
him who dieth tn mortal sin ! Blessed are they who 
are found walking b^ Thy most holy will, for the 
second death shall have no power to do them harm. 

" Praise ye and bless ye the Lord, and give thanki 
unto Him, and serve Him with great humility." 




CHAPTER III 

Th e Carceri, Rivo-Torto and Life at 
^^U the Portiuncula 



^^fc O lola beat gd inc. " 

THESE three places near Asaisi, so intimately 
* associated with St. Francis, were in a way em- 
blematic of the variouB atagea in the rise and growth of 
his young community, and we shall »ee that the aaint 
went from one to the other, not by chance, but with a 
■ettled purpose in hie mind. The Carceri he kept as 
a something apart from, and outside hiB daily life ; it 
was 3 hermitage ia the strict sense of the word, where, 
far from the sound of any human voice, he could come 
and live a short time in isolated communion with God. 
As his followers increased, and the Order he had 
founded with but a few brethren developed even to 
its first years into a great army, we can easily under- 
stand the longing for aulitude which at timea became 
too strong to be resisted, for his nature waa well litted 
Ibf the hermit's life, and it called him with such per- 
wstence to the woods among the flowers and the birds 
he loved, that had he been less tender for the suiFer- 
ings of others, more bJiod to th« ills of the Church, it 
it possible that the whole course of events might have 
been altered. Giotto would not have been called to 
Assisi, or if he had been, the legends told to him by 
the friars might not have inapiied him to paint such 
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Both monasteiy and hermitage seem to 
have been quiet enough, a.ad we only occasionally hear 
of the Benedictine monks starting olf on a visit to 
some hermit of renowned sanctity, or going upon some 
errand of raercy among the [>eaaanta in the valley, 
whom they often surprised by marvellous though 
somewhat aimless miracles wrought for their ediUca- 
lion. Then early in the fourteenth century these 
hermit monks of Mount Subasio suddenly found them- 
selves in the midst of the fighting of a mediaeval 
populace, for the Assisana, not slow to discover the great 
raijitary importance of the Benedictine Abbey, wished 
to possess it. When tbe struggle between Guelph and 
GhibeJIiae was at its height, the monks were driven 
to take refuge in the town, while their home was 
takeD possession of by the exiled party who used it as 
a fortress wlience they could sally forth and harass the 
eastern approach to Assisi. Perpetual skirmishes took 
place beneath its walls until the roving adventurer 
Broglia di Trino, who had made himself master of the 
town in 1399, in a solemn council held at the Rocca 
Maggiore issued an edict that the Monastery of St. 
Benedict was to be razed to th* ground, determining 
thus to deprive the turbulent nobles and their party of 
BO sure a refuge in times of civil war. 

The solid walls and fine byzantine columns of what 
once was the most celebrated abbey in Umbria now 
remain much as in the medixval days of their wreckage, 
and, until a few years ago when some repairs were 
made, the church was open for the mountain birds to 
neat in, and wild animals used it as their lair. 

But both church and monastery stood proudly upon 
the mountain height above the plain when St. Francis, 
then the young mendicant looked upon by many as 3 
madman, would knock at the gates, and the abbot 
followed by his monks, came out to listen to the 
«3 
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humble requcBta he so often had to make. These 
prosperous religious most generously patronised St. 
Francis in the time of his obscurity, giyiDg him the 
chapel of the Portiuncula, and later (the date i* 
uncertain but some say in mj) they allowed him 
to take possession of the Etill humbler chapel and huts 
of the Careen. Even to call such shelters huts is giving 
them too grand a name, for they were but caverns 
excavated in the rock, scattered here and there in a 
deep mountain gorge. They can stil! be seen, un- 
changed since the days of St. Francis save for the tresses 
of ivy growing thick, like a curtain, across the entrance, 
for DOW there are none to pass in and out to pray there. 

Even the attempt to describe the loneliness and 
discomfort of this hermitage seems to strike terror into 
the hearts of later franciscan writers, who no longer 
caring to live in caves, only saw Dantesque visions 
when they' thought cf these arid, sunburnt rocks, 
rushing torrents and wild wastes of mountains which 
even ahepherds never reached. But luckily in those 
days there was one Umbrian who loved such isolated 
spots ; and the charm of that silence, born of the very 
soul of Francis and guarded jealously by nature 
herself during long centuries in memory of him, now 
tempts us up the mountain side upon a pilgrimage to the 
one place where his spirit still lives in all its primitive 
vigour and purity. j 

The road leading to the Careen ' from the Port* ] 
Cappucini passes first through rich corn 6elds and olive 
groves, but as it skirts round Mount Subasio towards 

' It hag aometimcB happened that viiirorj, who have not 
read tlieit Murray witli sufficient care, thinking "LeCarceH " 
are prison) where convicts are kept, leave AbbIbI without 
visiting this charmini; spot. " Career! " certainly now meani 
" prlsoni," but the original meaning of the word in old Italian 
Ib a place surrounded by a fence and ofren remote from hainan 
habitation 
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1 track. Only 
here and there, where pcaGanta have patiently scraped 
away the stones, grows a little struggling corn, while 
small hiil flowers nestle between the rocks unshaded 
even by olive trees; the colour of a stray Judas tree, 
or 3 lilac bush in bloom, only niakee the landscape seem 
more barren and forlorn. Looking upon the road 
to Spello, winding down the hill through luxuriant 
fields of indian corn and olive groves, with the oak 
trees spreading their still frcshrr green over the vine- 
yards of the plain, we feel that this pathway to the 
Carceri is something novel and unlike anything at Assisi 
which we have hitherto explored. Just as we are 
marvelling al its loveliness, a sudden turn brings Asflisi 
once more in view, and the sight we get of it from here 
carries us straight back to the dayu of St. Francis ; for 
the great basilica and convent are hidden by the brow 
of the hill, and what we now see is exactly what he 
looked upon so often as he hastened frotn Assist to his 
hermitage, or left it when he was ready to take up the 
burden of men's lives once more. The old walls, 
looking now much as they did after a stormy battle 
with Perugia, stretch round the same rose-rinted town, 
which, strangely enough, time has altered but slightly 
' — it is only a little more toned in colour, the Subasian 
stone streaked here and there with deeper shades of 
yellow and pink, while the castle is more ruined, 
rearing itself less proudly from its green hill-top than 
in earlier days of splendour. But charming as the view 
of the town is, we quickly leave it to watch the changes 
of light and colour in the valley and on the wide-bedded 
Tescio as it twists and turns in countless sharp zig-zags 
till we lose it where it ioina the Tiber — there where 
the mist rises. We might travel far and not lind so 
&8cin3ting a river as the Tescio ; only a trickle 
of water it is true, but sparkling in the sunshine like 




The Story of AssisA 

htning which has fallen to earth audi 
' from a Ungie of £elds and vie 
r road turns away again from 1 
illey shimmc-ring in ihe haze of a late Maffl 
r higher 



plunge iot^fl 

UD cultivated) J 

irangely beautiful. 

round the mouDtain sidf 9 

ly thing in sight excel*! 



, :iDd mounlLng 
the very heart of the Aaaiss 
wild, colouriefiB and yet how 
Another haif mile brings i: 
' gorge, and the 
the ilex treei is an arched doorway with a glimpati 
caught through the hal f open gate, of a tiny courtyard. 
A step further on and we find ourselves standing amidot 
a cluster of cells and chapels seeming as if they hung 
from the bare rocks with nothing to prevent them fall- 
ing straight into the depths of the ravine ; and the 
silence around is stranger ^ than the mountain soli- 
tude. Surely none live here, we think, when suddenly 
i-c!othed friar looks round the corner of a 
door, and without waste of time or asking of queationi 
beckons us to follow, telling rapidly as he goes the 
story of each tree, rock, cell and shrine. 

Crossing two or three chapels and passing through a 
trap-door and down a ladder, we reach a narrow cave^ 
like cell where St, Francis used to sleep during those rare 
moments when he was not engaged in prayer. As at' 
"bed " was scooped out of the rock, 
;cc of wood served him as a pillow. Adjoin- 
1 oratory where the cmcifix the saint always 
with him is preserved. The doors are so 
ind so low that the smallest person must stoop 
and edge in sideways. From these underground caves 
> It Is perhaps an insult to the Teacio to leave the tiavEllor 
in Umbria under the impression that this mountain torrent ii 
always drj. Certainly that is its usual candition, but we hive 
seen It during the stonns that break upon the land in August 
■nd September overHavr its banki and inundate the country <m 
either aide ; but with ihl* wealth of water tti beauty goea. 
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il is a joy to emerge once more into the sunlight, and 
one of the delightful eurpriECS of the place is to 6te|> 
straight out of the oppressive darkness of the ceils into 
the ilex wood, with the banks above and around us 
glowing with sweet-scented cyclamen, yellow orchids, 
and long-atemmed violets. It is not surprising that St. 
Francis often left his cell to wander further into these 
woods when the birds, as though they had waittd for 
his coming, would gather from all sides and intercept 
him just as he reached the bridge close to the hermitage. 
While they perched upon an ilex tree (which is still to 
be seenj, he stood beneath and talked to them as only 
St. Francis knew how. His first sermon to the birds 
took place at Bevagna, but at the Carceri he was con- 
tinually holding conversations with his little feathered 
brethren. This perhaps was also where he held his 
nocturnal duet with the nightingale, which was singing 
with especial sweetness juat outside his cell. St. Francis 
called Brother Leo to come also and sing and see 
which would tire first, but the "little Lamb of God" 
replied that he had no voice, refusing even to try. So 
the saint went forth alone to the strange contest, and 
he and the bird sang the praises of God all through 
the darkest hours of the night until, quite worn out, 
the saint was forced to acknowledge the victory of 
Brother Nightingale. 

Very different is the story of his encounter with the 
tempting devil whom he precipitated by his prayers into 
the ravine below; the hole through which the unwel- 
come visitor departed is still shown outside the saint's 
cell. Devils do not play a very prominent part in the 
Uory of the tirst franciscans, but this mountain solitude 
seems to have so excited the imaginations of later 
chroniclera that yet another atory of a devil belongs to 
the Carceri, and is quaintly recounted in the Fiorelli, 
Thii time he appeared to Brother Kufino in the form 
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of CbriK to tanpt him hoot \a» life of hotineM. " O 
Brother Ro&dd," taid the deril, ** ha(e I DOt told thee 
that thou (honldtt not twliere the >oa of Pietro '■ 
ttaxAonti . . . And nraighiway Brother Rufino 
made aoiwer : ' Open thy mouth that 1 nuj cast into 
it filth.' Whereat ih« devil, being exceeding wrotfa, 
forthwith departed with >o furioui a tempest and ■bak- 
ing of the rocks of Mount Subosio, ivhich was hard hf, 
that the noiie of the fiilling rocks lasted a great while { 
and fto furiously did they strike one against the othet 
in rolling down that they Dashed sparks of lerriSc fire 
in all the valley, and at the terrible noise they i 
•St. Francis and his companions came out of the houK 
in amazement to see what strange thing was this ; and 
still is to be seen that exceeding great ruin of rocks." 

Close to the spot rendered famous by the devil' 
visits a bridge crosses the gorge of a great torrent 
which, threatening once to destroy the hermitage, was 
miraculously dried up by St. Francis, and now only 
fills its rocky bed when any public calamity ts near. 
From it a goad view is obtained of the hermitage, but 
perhaps a still better is to be had from under the av 
of trees a little beyond, on the opposite side ot the deep 
ravine whence the groups of hovels are seen to hang I" 
a honeycomb against the mountain aide, so tightly 
together that one can hardly distinguish where the 
buildings begin and the rock ends. 

The ilex trees grow in a semicircle round this 
cluster of cells and caverns, and high above it all 
a peak of Mount Subasio, grey as St. Francis' habit,- 
wich a line of jagged cocks on the summit which loolu 
more like the remains of some Umbrian templi 
almost prehistoric days than the work of nature. 

The sides of this mountain ravine approach so 
together that only a narrow vista of the plain is 
tained, blue in the lummer haze, with no village or em 
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house in sight. It would be difficult to tlnd a place 
with the feeling of utter solttade so unbroken, and as 
we realised that these friars lived here nearly all their 
life, many not even going to Assisi more than once 
in Etc years, we said to one of ihcm : " How lonely 
you must be," aud he, as though recalling a time of 




struggle in the world, answered ; " Doubtlefls there 
are better things in the town, but here, at the Carceri, 
there is peace." 

It is the hermit's answer ; but now the need ol such 
lives has long since passed away, and even St. Francis, 
living at the time when the strain of perpetual warfare, 
famine, pestilence and crime, created a fierce craving 
tor solitude in the lives of many, realised that a hermit- 
age must only be a place to rest in for a while — not to 
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live in. His anxiety to keep his Order from becoming; 
a contemplative one is iliown in the toilowing rule 
he cnrefijily thought out for hia disciples. " ThoK 
religious who desire [a sojourn in a hermitage are to 
be at the moat three or four. Two are to be like 
mothers having a son. Two are to follow the life of 
a Martha, the other liie life of a Mary." Then they 
were to go forth again strenuously to their work abroad 
and give place to others in search of rest and peace. 

But after the death of St. Francis the Careen 
gradually lost its primitive use, and the principal person 
who entirely changed its character was St. Bemardine 
of Siena who in 1320 made many alterations 
and additions, building a larger chapel, adding cells 
and a kitchen, but so small, remarks a discontented 
franciscan chronicler, that it barely held the cooking 
■tensila. Although we can no longer call it a hermit- 
age, the Career! became the type of an ideal franciscan 
convent such as Francis dreamed of for his follower! 
when he went to live at the Portiuncula, and such it 
has remained to this day. For certainly the place, a« 
left by St. Bemardine, would have been approved of 
by the first franciscans ae a dwelling-place, but those 
of later years can only tell us of its diacomforte. Here 
is a graphic description of its primeval simplicity which 
very nearly corresponds to its present state : " It were 
belter called a grotto with six lairs ; one sees but the 
naked rock untouched by the chisel, ail rough and full 
of holes as left by natare ; those who see it for the first 
lime are seized with extraordinary fear on climbing the 
ladder leading to the dormitory, at each end of which 
are other poor buildings, added by the religious ac- 
cording as need arose for the use of the friars, who do 
not care to live as hermits did in the olden times. The 
refectory is small, and can contain but few friars ; a 
brother guardian made an excavation, of nifEcient 
90 
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height and breadih in the rock, and added thereto a 
table arouod which can sit other six religious, so Chat 
those who take their places ax, this Dew table are 
huddled up in the arched niche which fotnis a bal- 
daquin above their heads. There is also a little comnion 
room which horrifies all beholders, wherein is lit a fire, 
for beBides being far inside the rocky mass it is gloomy 
beyond description by reason of the dense smoke 
always enclosed therein, this is a lively cause to the 
religious of reflection on the hideousness and obscurity 
of the darkness of hell ; in lieu of receiving comfort 
from the fire the poor friars generally come out with 
tears in their eyes.' To somewhat atone for these dis- 
comforts they possessed a fountain, raised, as we are 
told, by the prayers of St. Francis, which never ran 
dry, " a miracle God has wished to perpetuate for the 
glory of His faithful servants and the continual comfort 
of the monks." 

The crucifixion in the chapel built by St. Bemardine 
adjoining the choir, is said to have been painted by his 
orders. The artistic merits of the fresco are question- 
able, but connected with it is a legend possibly invented 
by some humorous member of the franciscan brother- 
hood in order to point a moral to his companions. 
"Here," says a chronicler, *'is adored that most 
marvellous crucifixion, so famous in religion 5 it is well 
known to have spoken several times to the devout Sister 
Diomira Bini of the Third Order of St. Francis and a 
citizen of Assisi ; aod in our own times, in the last 
century (the seventeenth) it was seen by Brother 
Silvestro dello Spedalicchio to detach itself from the 
cross, and with most gentle slaps on the face, warn a 
worshipper to be reverent and vigilant while praying in 
this His Sacred Oratory." 

In a small wooden cupboard in the chapel, according 
to an inventory made two hundred years ago, are pre- 
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terved aome relics, a few of which we have unfartunately 
not been able to identify. Part of the wooden pillow 
used by St. Francis, and a piece of the Golden Gate 
through which our Lord passed into Jerusaleni, are still 
here, but the hair of the Virgin, and, etrangeet of all, 
e of the earth out of which God created Adam, 

Ten or twelve friars continued 10 live at the Carceri 
for a few years after the death of St. Bernardinej 
some begged their daily bread fiom the villagers in the 
valley, others dug in the dny garden at the fool of the 
; where a few vegetables grew, and two always 
lie convent to spin the wool for the 
habits of the religious. But soon wearying of the life 
they wi'nt to live at other conveme, and the place passed 
away from the franciscans into the possession of varioni 
sects, among others to the excommunicated Fraticelli. 
In 1415 it was given back to the Observants, and 
Paolo Trinci, who had done much to reform the Order, 
persuaded some friars to live once more at the deserted 
hermitage. Again the Carceri became such an ideal 
t many came from afar to visit 
it, and there is a strange story of how a "woman 
' found a home and died here in the middle of 
the fifteenth century, 

"Beata Anonima," a chronicler recounts, "being 
already a Cistercian nun in the convent of S. Cerbone 
of Lucca at the time of the siege of that city by the 
Florentines, when the said nuns, for valid reasons, 
were transferred to the convent of Sta. Christina inside 
the city. Now this most fervent servant of God took this 
opportune time and fled by stealth, disguised as a man, 
and went, or rather fiew, to Assisi ; there, iired with 
an ardent desire to fight under the seraphic standard, 
she breathlessly climbed the steep slopes of Mmiat 
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Subasio, and having found the horrible cavern of Santa 
Maria delle Careeti fervently entreated those good 
Fathers to admit her amoogst them and to heatow oa 
her their sacred hahit, for wJiich her longing was 
extreme. At length, having overcome all resistance, 
believing her to be a man as appeared from her dress, 
and Dot a woman which in reality she was, they admitted 
her to the convent and gave her the habit of religion." 
She edified all by the holiness of her life and the 
rigid penances she performed, but her health soon 
suffered and only upon her dealh-hed, surrounded by 
the friars chanting the psalms for the dying, the Blessed 
Anonima confessed to the fraud she had practised in 
order to dwell in the hermitage rendered so dear 
because of the memory of the Poverello d'Aasisi. 

A straight and stony road, the old Roman one, now 
overgrown in many parts with grass and trails of ivy 
and bordered by mulberry and oak trees, leads out 
of the Porta Mojano to two little chapels in the 

1 The large modern church of Rivo-Torto, on the road from 
Sta. Maria degli Angeli to Spello, buJlt to GDcloie the huM that 
St. Francis and hit roinpantons are supposed to have lived in 
while lending the lepers, ha> been proved without doubt bj 
M. Paul Sabatier to have no connection whatever with the 
Saint. In these few pages we have followed the information 
eivon in a pamphlet which \s to he found in the Italian trans- 
ition of his yii ik S. franfoh d'Aiiui. tt in impojsible here to 
enter into all the argument! relating to this disputed point, 
but I tliink the authority of the best, and by far the moat 
vliid of the biographers of St. Fraocis can be trusted without 
furtlier comment, and that we may lafely believe the hut of 8l. 
Frincii, known aa Riio-Torto, lay close to the ptvaent chapelt 
ofSanRnGnod'ArceandSto. Maria Maddalena. See Appendix 
for information as to their exact position in the plain and the 
nearest road to them. Disirlaiima ml prima luogc aiiialo dai 
Fr^l Mixari ,u Riw-Torla r xdl'difrdalc d,i Lfttnii di Aula. 
di Paul Sabatier (Ruma, Erminno LoDicher and Co., 1K96). 
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plain. Set back from the main road m the niidn of 
the (ieldg few people find them, and the peasants know 
nochlDg of their etory and can only tell of a mirac- 
ulouB well ID which a youthful saint met hig death. 
When hJB body was brought to the surface a lily had 
grown from his mouth and upon its petals was wiitten 
in letters of gold the one word, Feritas, for he had 
died in the cause of truth. Since then, as the peasants 
recount with pride, many corae from afar to drink of 
the waters of this well for it cures every ill. It tB 
orer-grown with ferns and close by stands an ancient 
sarcophagus where the children sit to eat their midday 
meal. A piece of old worn sculpture still omamenu 
the chapel of the young martyr, and the feeling of the 
place is very charming, but the pilgrim who comes to 
Asaist to visit St. Francis, has a different picture to 
recall with another kind of beauty belonging to it than 
that of holy wells and flowering banks and meadows. 

It is difficult, when looking on San Ruiino d'Arce, 
with its cluster of vine-shaded peasant houses, and 
then on Santa Maria Maddalena, narrow windowed, 
the small apse marking it as a primitive Umbriaa 
chapel of the fields, to realise that in the Middle Ages 
this was a leper village separated from Asaiai by a little 
more than a mile of open country. And yet here, 
without doubt, we have Rivo-Torto where, even 
before his famous interview with Innocent III, St. 
Francis had stayed with those three first Assisan 
companions, Bernard di Quintavalle, Peter Cataneo 
and Egidio. Then in the autumn of 12 lo, when he 
returned from Rome after the rule of poverty had 
been sanctioned by the Church, but before he wai 
ready to begin his missiiin as preacher, he came to live 
among the lepers, forniing with his disciples a little . 
family which we may call the beginning of a first 
franciscan settlement. 
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The leper village was divided according to the social 
rank of the outcasts, the richer living together near the 
chapel of Sea. Maria Maddalera and forming quite a 
community wiih ihe right of fredy adminiMering their 
own goods. As M. Sabntier obeervee, it was there- 
fore not " only a hospital, but almost a little [own 
near the city with the same social dltitinctions of 

Those tended by St. Francis were the poorest of the 
lepers, whose wretched hovels lay near the chapel of 
San Rufino d'Arce ; and Celano must be referring to 
this settlement when he tells us how Francis in his 
early days, even if he chanced to look down from 
Assisi upon the houses of the lepers in the plain, would 
hold his nostrils with his hand, because his horror of 
them was so great. 

But as the grace of God touched his heart, making 
him take pity upon ail things weak and suffering, he 
turned the force of his strong nature to overcoming this 
repugnance, and there is a beautiful story celling of the 
first victory gained shortly after his conversion. While 
riding one day near Assisi he met a leper, and filied 
with disgust and even fear at the sight, his first impulse 
was to turn his horse round, but, remembering his new 
resolutions to follow the teaching of Christ, he went 
forward to meet tlie poor man, and even kissed the 
hand extended to him for alms. "Then," says St. 
Bonaventure, " having mounted his horse, he looked 
around him over the wide and open plain, but the ieper 
was nowhere to be seen. And Francis being filled 
with wonder and gladness, devoutly gave thanks to 
God, purposing within himself to proceed to still 
greater things than tins." Certainly the event 
heralded a life of holiness, and was the means of 
rousing his intent energies and the feelings for self- 
sacrifice which drove him from the wild and solitary 
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places he loved into the very midst of the world, there 
to work Btreouously, in every part of Italy, at fir« 
among lepers and then among the wealthy, the ignorant 
and the sorrowful. 

For the life at Rivo-Torto led by " these valiant 
dcBpisers ot the great and good things of this world " 
we cannot do better than turn to the Three Com- 
panions {Brothers Masseo, Ruffino and Leo) who 
knew by personal experience the hardships and rough- 
ness of the place. Feelingly they describe : " a hovel, 
or rather a cavern abandoned by man j the which place 
was so con€ned that they could hardly sit down to 
repose themselves. Many a time they had no bread, 
and ate nought but turnips which they begged for here 
and there in travail and in anguish. On the beams of 
the poor hut the man of God wrote the names of the 
brethren, so that whoao would repose or pray might 
know his place and not disturb, by reason of the 
cramped and limited space in the small hovel, the 

Juietude of the nighc. ' Even the appearance of 
)tto IV, close to their hut seems in no way to 
have disturbed the peaceful course of their lives, but 
only gave St. Francia the opportunity of bestowing 
a timely warning upon the Emperor. Celano, ever 
delighting in the picturesque details of ceremonies and 
pageants, tells us how "there came at that time with 
much noise and pomp the great Emperor on his way 
to take the terreetial crown of the Empire ; now the 
most holy father with his companions being in the said 
house near the road where the cavalcade was passing, 
would neither go out to see it, nor permit his brethren 
to go, save one, whom he commanded fearlessly to 
announce to Otto that his glory would be short-lived." 
Thus, if the tale be true, a German Emperor wai| 
the first to listen to Francis' message to a mediaevali 
world sunk in the love of earthly things, and who. 
,6 



The Porttuncula 



knows whether the Baint'g words did Dot come bacl: 
to Otio again in aftw years. 

The Penitents of Aseisi only remnined until the 
sjiring at Riro-Torto, for even during those few 
months' eojouro among the lepers their aumben had 
EO iocreased that it became necessary to chink of some 
surer abode. One day St. Francis called the brethren 
Co tell thetn how he had thought of obtaining from one 
of his various kind friends in Assisi, a amall chapel 
where they could peacefully say their Hours, having 
some poor little houses for shelter close by built of 
«atde and mud. 

His speech was pleasing to the brethren, and so, 
fUlowing the master they loved and trusted, all 
went to dwell at the Portiuncula, where, as we shall 
Kc, a Dew life was to begin for them. 

The Pqr Till m cola 

•< Holy of Holie) is [his Place of Places, 
Meetly held worthy of lurpasslng honour I 
Happy thereof the surname, ' Of the Angeli,' 
Happier yet the name, 'The Blessed Mary.' 
Now, H tree omen, the third, name conferreth 
• The LitlU Portion 'on the Little Brethren, 
Here, where by night a presence oft of Angels 
Sin^ng sweet hymns illumineth the watches." 
(Tht Mirmr of Fir/iahx, translated by Sebastian Evsns.) 

Those who want to realise the charm of the Porti- 
mcula and of the memories that cling about it, mutt 
tiy to forget the great church which shuts out from it 
ibe aunlighc, and with the early chroniclers as clieir 
tuides, call up the image of St. Francis with his jirst 
liicipki who in an age of unrest came here to eeek 
fiir peace. 

Hake jrour pilgrimage in the springtime or in the 
carljr tummer, when pink hawthorn and dogroses are 
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fioweriag Jo every hedge and the vines £11 the valley 
with a delicate green light. Looking at cities and 
villages so partly Umbrian, some spread amoag corn- 
fielda dooe to a swiit clear river, others set npoa 
heights which nearly touch the «lcy oa stormy day^ 
we forget that beyond these hills aod mountains 
encircling the hig valley of Umbria stretch other landi 
ai fair. We forget, because it is a litde world which 
during long ceoturies haa been set apart from all else, and 
where man has but completed the work of nature her- 
self. During the long hours of a Bummer's day, when 
the sense of remoteness in the still plain is most intense, 
it brings to us, as nothing else can ever do, some feel* 
ing of that early time when four hermits came fiom 
Palestine and found a quiet retreat in the oak foresti 
of Assisi. 

It was in the year 352, as St. Cyril, Patriarch of 
Jerusalem, relates, when a cross had been seen stretched 
from Calvary to the Mount of OUves and to shine 
more brightly than the sun, that four holy men, impelled 
by a feeling that some great crisis was at hand, de- 
termined to visit the ehrioes of Rome. Having per- 
formed their devotions and o^ered many precious relics 
to Pope Liberius, they expressed a great desire to find 
some hermitage where, each in a silent cell, they coold 
meditate upon the marvellous things they had seen in 
the Eternal City, TJie Pope gave them most excel- 
lent advice when he told them to go to the Spoletan 
valley. With his sanction to choose any part of it they 
liked, they passed over the ' '■ ■ ■' ti . •. ^ 
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Close to four huts of rough hewn stone and br 

they erected a tiny chapel with a pent roof and nairol 
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window wh ch pe haps d mcitin y of [he na tc 
nlley they dedicated to Sf Ma y of Jehoaaphat 
Boi after a few yei forsak ng be 1 te of herm u 
they aga n took up the stavcB aod re u ned home to 
Palest DC by way of he Ron gna le v ng bene h the 
altar of the cl apel they had bu It a tel l of the 
Virgin a sepulch e 




At different times otiier devout hermits, charmed by 
the lonely chapel, took posaeasion of it for a time, but 
it waB often deserted for many years. Its preservation 
N due to St. Benedict who, paatiing through Umbria 
diving the early part of the sixth century, was inspired 
to restore the ruined chapel and dwell near it for awhile. 
He not only repaired the walls, but built the two large 
round arched doors we see to this day, and which 
many declare to be quite out of proportion to the rest 
of the building, but their unusual size is accounted for 
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hj a charming legCDiJ. Once when St. Benedict W3B 
praying in the chapel he saw a mirTcllouB yiaion as he 
knett wrapt in ecstasy. A crowd of people were pray- 
ing around him to St. Francis, singing hymns of praise 
and calling for mercy on their souls, while outside still 
greater multitudes waited for their turn to come and 
pray before the shrine. St. Benedict, understanding 
from this that a great saint would one day be honoured 
here, made the two doors in the chape), and made them 
large enough for many to pass in and out at a time. 
Thus was the fraat of the " Pardon of St. Francis" 
prepared for some seven hundred years too soon. 

St. Benedict obtained from the Aasiaans the gift of 
a small plot of ground near the sanctuary, which sug- 
gested to him the name of St. Mary of the Little 
Portion— Sia. Maria della Portiuncula. When a few 

Sara later St. Benedict founded his famous order at 
onie Cassino, he did not forget the Umbrian chapel 
he had Bared from ruin, and sent some of his monks 
to live there and to minister among the people. Like 
the first hermits they lived in poor huts, saying their 
Hours in the little chape!, until in the eleventh century 
they built a large monastery and church upon the 
higher slopes of Mount Subasio to the east of Aasisi, 
and the Portiuncula was again deserted. But although 
no one lived near, and mass was never celebrated there, 
it still remained in the keeping of the benedictines 
who occasionally muat have seen to its repair, and thus 
preserved it for the coming of St. Francis. 

It has been suggested to me that the spot selected 
by the four holy pilgrims in the fourth century may 
have been even then the site of a sacred shrine, for 
the custom of erecting tabernacles over the graves of 
distinguished persons reaches back to very early times. 
Originally designed as a mortuary cell auc ' 
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ni^bt, hnag duly oriented, come to be uied as a chapel 
br Kirice. 
The subject of " Sepulchral Celloe " wil! be found 

treated of by the late Sir Samuel Fergusson' in a 
memoir in which he figures same of the burial vaults 
and early oratories of Ireland, some of which are in 
shape identical with Sta. Maria della Portiuncula, with 
the same pent roof, round arched door, and perfectly 
plain walls. A building thus erected over a grave was 
called Porlicului, and any who pillaged "a house made 
u form of a basilica over a dead person " had to pay a 
£oe. 

From an archteological point of view there is much 
to be desired in the published descriptione of the Poriiun- 
cula. A great part of its exterior walls is now covered 
with frescocE which hide all detail, but perhiips a minute 
ezamiiiation of the interior walls might reveal portions 
of the foundations built upon by St. Benedict, and we 
liiicerety hope that these few words may attract atten- 
tion to BO interesting a subject. 

But even if the shrine aaid to have been built by the 
hermits from Palestine for Our Lady's Girdle turn* out 
to ha»e been an ancient tomb, the later legends are by no 
means destroyed. It is not unlikely that St. Benedict, 
attracted as much by lonely placet as St. Francis, took 
posaession of the Umbrian tomb, and perhaps little 
thinking what it was, rebuilt and used it as a chapel. 
Whatever may be the true story, it is very certain that 
the Poniuncula, from earliest times, has possessed a 
tttaag<e attraction for all who passed by, each one 
thinklDg a tiny chapel situated bo charmingly in the 
woods, mthin sight, though not within sound, of the 
Umbrian towns, to be a perfect spot for prayer. 
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The couDtiy people [reacur? the legend that Madoana 
Pica oiiea came to pray at the Porciuocula, and through 
the inCerccKion of the Bleaied Virgin obtained a son 
after bcvcd yeara of waiting, and this son of prayer and 
patience was St. Francis of Auisi. 

Half ruined and neglected as the chapel was, Fraacie 
learned, even as c]ui<e a child, to love it, and kneeling 
therein by his mother's side would pray with all the 
ferTOur of his childish faith. Later in life when he had 
turned from the mad follies of his youth to follow in the 
footsteps of Christ, he remembered the shrine he had 
loved in childhood, and would pass many nights there 
!o prayer and bitter mi'ditation upon the Passion. At 
last touched by the eight of its crumbling walls, he 
set himself the task of repairing them, working so busily 
with stones and mortar that the chapel soon regained 
its former simple beauty. The Benedictines of Mount 
Subasio, touched by his ungrudging labour nod piety, 
arranged with an Assisan priest to celebrate mass at 
the Portiuncula from time to time, and this fact drew 
the young saint there stiil oftener. 

Then followed bis time of ministry among the 
lepers of San Rufino d'Arce, when day by day fio 
many disciples came to enlist in this new army of 
working beggars that the little but in the leper- 
village could no longer hold them, and Francis 
had to think of some rneans of housing the brethren, and 
obtaining, what he had often desired, a chapel wherein 
they could say the Hours. (The saint, we may be 
sure, always said his office in the woods. ) But evi- 
dently he had no particular place in his mind, not 
even iiis beloved Portiuncula, for he went first to 
his friend Guido, Bishop of Assisi, and then to 
the canons of San Rufino to aak if they could help 
him. They only answered that they had no church 
to dispose of, and could ofier no advice upon the 



The Port'tuncula 



aabjecL Then sorrowfully, like a man begging 
from door to door, St. Francis climbed Mount 
Sabasio to lay his request in piteous terms before 
the becctiictine abbot, where he met with more 
lacceas. Brother Leo tells us that the abbot wae 
"moTed to pity, and after taking counsel with his 
monk 6, being inspired by divine grace and will, 
granted unto the Blessed Francis and his brethren 
the church of St. Mary of tlie Little Portion, as 
being the smallest and poorest church they pos- 
sessed. And tlie abbot said to the Blessed Francis, 
' Behold Brother, we grant what thou desirest. But 
should the Lord multiply thy brotherhuod we will 
diat this place shall be the naother- house of thy 
Order.'"! 

With a wilhng heart Francis promised what the 
abbot asked, and further insist<?d upon paying rent 
for the Portiuncula, because he wished his followers 
always to bear in mind the point of hia rule, which 
he so often dwelt upon, namely, that they owned no 
property whatever, but were only in this world as 
pilgrims. So every year two of his brethren brought 
to the gate of the henedictine monastery a basket 
fijil of roach caught in the Chiaggio which flows 
at no great distance from the Portiuncula, and the 
abbot, smiling at the simplicity of Francis, who 
had imagined yet another device for humility, gave 
back a vessel full of oil in exchange for the gift of 
Gsh.s 

' Spaula- Fn/Kiu„ij, cap, Iv., edited by Paul Sabatier. 

= Thii custom Maied in the fifteenth century ; but in the 
JtiT 1899, through the piety of the Rev. Fathur Bernardine 
Ibald, it was rerlfed. Once again the francbeanii take a 
unaU. hflsket of fiah to the abbot and hii moiilti who now 
Uie at S. Pietro in Aisisi, where the benedicilnes went when 
their mouiitiin retreat was destroyed by order of the Assiaan 
dMpot, Bmglla dl Trino, 
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With great rejoicing St, Franci* »et te work b 
ing cells of a most urnple paUero, with wall* of « 
and dab, and thatched with straw, each brother iii> ■ 
■cribiog his oaoie upon a portioa of the mtul floor act 
apart for him to rest ld. ■■ Aod no moner had the; 
come to live here," writes Brother Leo, " than the 
Lord multiplied their number day by day, and tbe ■ 
sweet scent of their good name spread marrelloudyJ 
abroad throughout all (he Spoletao valley, and i 
many parti of the world." 

It was thus that St. Mary of the Little Portion, 
henceforth to be the nucleus of the franciacan order, 
and a place familiar to pilgrims from far and near for 
many succeeding centuries, came into the keeping of St 
Francis in the year |zii, about nine months i ' 
loDocent III iiad sanctioned his woik among t 
people of Italy. 

St. Francis and the brethren had been but a 
in their new abode when a figure passed in amtnig 
them for a moment and then was gone, leaving, a< 
a vision to haunt theni to their dying day, the memory 
of her beauty and soul's purity. 

Never in the history of any saint has there been 
so touching and wondrous a scene as when the young 
Clare left her father's palace in Assiei (0 take the 
vows of peq)etual and voluntary poverty at the altar 
of the Portiuncula. Followed by two trembling 
women, she passed swiftly through the town in the 
dead of night, across the fields by the slumbering 
village of Valecchio, and through dark woods made 
more sombre by the starry Umbrian sky which at 
intervals gleamed between the wide-spreading branches 
of the oak trees. The hurrying figure of the young 
girl, swathed in a iong mantle, seemed like some 
spirit driven by winds towards an unknown future. 
Obc thing alone waa clear to her, she was Deaiiif 
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the abode of Francis Bemardone whose prciiching 
at San Giorgio only a month berore had 80 thrilled 
her, inspij'ing her in this stra.Dge way to Beck the 
life he had described in such fiery words. And just 
as she came in sight ai the Portiuncula the chanting 
of the brethren, which had reached her in the wood, 
BUddeoly ceased, and they came out with lighted torches 
ID expectation of her coming. Swiftly and without a 
word she passed in to attend the midnight mjss which 

The ceremony was simple, wherein lies the charm 
of all things franciscan. The service over and the 
last blessing given, St, Francis led Clare towards the 
altar and with his own hands cut olf hei long fair 
hair and unclasped the jewels from her neck. But 
a few minutes more and a daughter of the proud 
house of Scifi stood clothed in the biown habit of 
the order, ihe black veil of religion falling about her 
shoulders, lovelier far in this nun-like severity than 
she had been when decked out in all her former lusury 
of silken gowns and precious gems. 

It was arranged that Clare was to go afterwards 
to the benedictine nuns of Siin Paolo near Bastia, 
about an hour's ivalk further on in the plain. So 
when the (ioal vows had been taken, St. Francis 
took her by the hand and they passed out of the 
chapel together just as dawn was breaking, while 
the brethren returned to their cells gazbg half aadly 
as they passed, at the coils of golden hair and the 
little heap of jewels which still lay upon the altar 
cloth. 

Those early days at the Portiuncula were among 
the most important of Francis' life ; dreams which 
had come to him while he spent long hours in the 
caves and woods near Asusi weie to be fully realised, 
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and Uie work he felt inspired to perform v 
carried out in the busy villages and ciiiet of Italy 
and even further alield. All this was aow recyi 
clear to Francis, and more than ever aQxioui 
the eiitiplicity of hie order untouched, he taught hw 
followers, in words which fell so gently yet 
earnestly from his lips, that they were to toil without 
ceasing, and restlessly and without pause to wander 
from castle to castle, from city to city, in search o£ 
those who needed help. It may therefore at first seem, 
strange that the " Penitents of Assiei " owning aothiog 
but the peace within their hearts, desiring no betttt 
place for prayer than a cavein in some mountain gorge, 
should establish themselves near a chapel which, '' 
not tiominally iheir own, was practically regarded- 
as the property of the Friars Minor. But in this^ 
again we feel the wisdom and tenderness of the saint 
for his little community. With all the fervour and' 
lire of enthusiasm which impelled him like a living, 
force to seek his en-d, he well knew that withotit 
some pkce in which to meet together and rest awhile^ 
his followers, who however much imbued with hiB- 
ardent spirit were but mortal men, would very likely 
fall away from the high ideal he had set before them. 

Thus the Portikincula became to the brethren W 
a nest, where like tired birds that long had been upoB, 
the wing, they could return after much wandering W' 
peaceful thoughts, to prayer and quiet labour. 

It is not very difficult, with the print from the "Coll^ 
Paradisi"! before us, and the remembrance of the la 

' This illusiration !■ from a print to be mbd in the Kiin»« 
what rare editiaa of the QJIh Paradui Aatnilai, nu Saat 
Ctmcnim AiiUiiniii Hiilorie, published in 1704 at MontefalcQ 
bf Padre Angeli, aid ii may even have beeo taken from U) 
earlier drawing; In it iliere ia the true feeling of a franciiciw 
convent, imch aa the lainc hojied would continue for all tlm^ 
and though there are eome points which are incorrect (thK 
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oaks which still mark the ancient Roman roads lead- 
ing from Aseisi to the plain, to call up the picture of 
the strange fraociecan hamlet clustering round 3 pent- 
roofed cliapel, and with only trees for a convent wall. 
What a life of peace in the mud huts! what a life of 
turmoil and angry strife raging in the city just in 
sight! 

The spirit of those days, when mooachism meant all 
that was purely ideal and beautiful, eeems to live again. 
Then, day and night, each brother stroTC to fit hira- 
lelf for the work he had in view, drawing into his soul 
the peace and love he learned from nature herself as 
the forest leaves rustled above his cell or the nightin- 
gales accompanied the midnight oflice with their song. 
And when his turn came to take up the pilgrim's staff 
and follow the lead of Francis, he went with cheer- 
fulness to bring to the people some of that childlike 
joy and lightness of heart which marked the Little 
Brethren through whatever land they wandered as the 
disciples of St. Francis. 

I,et us for a moment leave the Umbrian valley for 
the country near Oxford, where on a bitter Christmas 
Church of Sta. Chlara, though curiously eoough not the convent, 
1> repTewnted, which was built eeTerai yeari later than San 
Francesco), we get a clear idea of both Asiisi and ita im- 
mediate neigh bourtiood. All the ancient gates of the town 
can be made out, the Roman road from Porta Mojano to San 
RoSno d'Arce, a faint indication of the path to tlie CarceH, 
and also the old road from Asiiii to the plain oat of the gate of 
S. Giaeomo, paiting not very far from the Ponte H, Vittorino. 
The wall round the Portiuncula and the huta did not exist in 
the lime of St. Francli, which, together with the wooden gate, 
may hare been added by Brother Ellai. The largeit hut a 
little to the right of the chapel was the infirmary where St. 
Francis died (now called the Chapel of St, Francis), and the 
one bebitid it was his cell (now known ai the Chapel ol 
the Roses, see chapter si. for its story), whence hv could 
easily pass out through the woods to San Rnfino d'Arce 

tog 
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Day, two friars were journeying upon their first mil 
to England. 

" Going into a neighbouring wood they picked thai 
way along a rugged path aver the frozen mud and hard 
SDOW, whilst biood stained the track of their naked feet 
without iheir perceiving iL The younger friar sud 
to the elder: ' Facher, shall I sing and lighten one 
journey J' and on receiving permission he thundered 
forth a Salve Regina misericordia;. . . . Now, when 
the hymn was concluded ... he who had been the 
consoler said, with a kind of self coDgratulation to hii 
companion : ' Brother, was not that antiphonal well 
sung ? ' " 

In this simple story, told us in the chronicle of 
LanercDst, how true rings the franciacan note struck 
by Francis in those early days at the PortiuDCula. 
He was for ever telling the brethren not to show 
sorrowful faces to one another, saying, as recorded by 
Brother Leo; " Let this sadness remain between God 
and thyself, and pray to Him that of His mercy He 
may forgive thee, and restore to thy sou! His healthy 
joyance whereof He deprived thee as a punishment 

It is all BO long ago, and yet in reading those ancient 
chroDiclea the big church of the Angeli is for a time 
forgotten, and only the vision of the Portiuncula and 
the mud huts, with the brethren ever to and fro upon 
the road, remains with us as a strange picture in our 
modern hurried life. 

But although the brethren lived so quietly in this 
retreat of still repose, St. Francis, ever watching over 
the welfare of his dock, was careful that prayer and 
meditation should never be an excuse for idlenesS| 
which of all vices he most abhorred. Therefore he 
encouraged each friar who in the world had followed 
fre ; so we hear of Beato 
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Egidio, on his return from one of hia long joorneya, 
seated at the door of his hut buaily employed in making 
rush baskets, while Brother Juniper, io those rare 
nomenia when he was out of nuschief, would pass his 
time in mendiag eandals with an awl he kept up hia 
sleeve for the purpose. Beaidca these individual occupa- 
tions there was much to attend to even in auch humble 
dwellings aa those round the Porduncula. Sometimes 
there were sick friars to nurse, or vegetables had to be 
planted in the orchard and provisions to be obtained, 
while the office of doorkeeper, as "Angels" came 
perpetually to ask pertinent questions of the brethren, 
became quite a laborious task. When it fell to Brother 
Masseo to answer the door be had little peace. Upon 
one occasion he went in haate to see who was making 
such a noise and found a " fair youth clothed as though 
for a journey," so he spoke somewhat roughly, and 
the youth enquired how knocking should be done. 
"Give three knocks," quoth Brother Masaeo, little 
dreaming he was instructing an angel in the art oft 
knocking, " with a brief space between each knock, 
then wait until the brother has time to say a paternoster 
and to come unto thee ; and if at the end of that time 
he does not come knock once again." 

Things went smoothly enough when left to the 
management of such friars as Leo, Maaseo or Rulino, 
bat when one day the office of cook fell to Juniper, 
that dear jester of the brotherhood, we get a humor- 
ous picture of what his companions sometimes had to 
endure, and of the kindneas with which they pardoned 
all shortcomings. The brethren had gone out, and 
Juniper being left alone devised an excellent plan 
whereby the convent might be supplied with food 
for a fortnight, and thus the cook have more lime 
for prayer. "With all diligence," it is related in 
the Fioreti'i, " he went into the village and begged 
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for several large cooking-pou, obtained fresh meat 
and bacon, fowli, eggs and berbs, also he begged a 
quancity of firewood, and placed all theK upon the 
> wit, the fowls with their fcathera on, the eggi 
ID their shells, and th« rest in Uke laBhioD. Whea 
the brethren came home, one that was well acquainted 
with the simplicity of Brother Juniper went into the 
Idtcheo, and seeing so many and such large pots on 
a great iire, sat down amazed without saying a word, 
and watched with what anxious care Brother Juniper 
did this cooking, fiecauae of the fierceness of the 
(ire he could not well get near to skim the pots, so 
he took a plank and tied it with a rope tight to his 
body and sprang from one pot to the other, so that 
it was a joy to see hint. Contemplating all with great 
delight, this brother went forth from the kitchen and 
finding the other brothers, said: " In sooth I tell you. 
Brother Juniper is making a marriage fe 



:, all red with hia exertion! 
plaining the excellent plan 
as ne set his mess upon the table 
" Now these fowls are nourishing 
w will rcfreah the body, it is ao 
t remained uataeted, for, saya the 
lo pip in the bnd of Rome so 



a hurried Ji 
and the heat of the 111 
he had devised ; and . 
he praised it, saying : ' 
to the brain, this stet 
good " ; but the i 
Fioretli, " there 
famished that he ^ 

At the end of any foolish adventure Brother Juniper 
would always ask pardon with such humility that he 
edified his companions and all the people he came id 
contact with, instead of annoying them with his childish 
pranks. His goodness was manifest, and St. Fnmdl 
was often heard to say to those who wished to re- 
prove him after one of his wildest frolics, " would 
that I had a whole forest of these junipers." 

Between the men who lived at the Portiuncula with 
the saint, and those who in later times ruled large con> 
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vcnis in the cities, the eontrnst is so great that we would 
wish lo draw still further from these inexhauBtible 
chronicles which reveal so charmingly ihe life of 
these Umbrian friaro. But to tell of all the events 
connected with the Portiuncula would mean recounting 
the history of the whole franciscan brotherhood, and 
we must now pnes over many years to that saddest 
year of all, when St. Francis was bronght to die in the 
place he had so carefully tended. 

Knowing that he had but a f«w more weeks of life, 
he begged the brethren to 6nd sotiie means Co carry 




he had been 
pathetically, ' 
go afoot " 



1 the Bishop's Palace at Aaaiai where 
ying some time. " Verily," he told them 
" because of my I'ery infirmity I cannot 
J they carried him in their arms down 
the hill to the plain, and when they came Co the 
hospital of San Salvutore dei Crociferi they laid him 
gently down upon the ground with his face towards 
Aisiei, because he desired to bless the town for che last 
time before he died. 

The blind saint, lifting his hand in blesaiog, pro- 
nounced these words dear to the hearts of the Asaisans 
to this day ; " Blessed be thou of the Lord, O city, 
&ithful to God, because through thee many souls shall 
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be raved. The servants of the Most High shall dwell 
in great Dumbers within thy walls, and many of tfaj 
sons shall be chosen for the realms of heaven." 

Then they carried him to the hut nearest tbe 
Portiuncula which was the intirmary, and here his last 
days were passed.^ Although he suffered acutely, they 
were days of marvellous peace and joy. It is beautifiil 
to read how, with his usual tenderness, he thought 
of the brethren he was leaving to carry on the work 
without him, encouraging them all as they stood weep- 
ing round his bed. Like Isaac of old, the Umbrian 
patriarch blessed his first bom, Bernard of Quintavalle^ 
saying: "Come my little son that my soul may blen 
thee before I die," while he enjoined upon all to love 
and honour Bernard, -who had been the firdi to listen 
to his words now so many years ago. With all hit 
sons near him St. Fraocis dictated his will, wherein 
he describes the way of life they were to lead, and 
which, coming from him at this solemn moment, mult 
always remain as a precious message from the saint, in 
many ways of more importance than the Rule approved 
in his iife-time by Pope Hooorius. When this wai 
done he commended once again to their special care 
the chapel ol the PorEiuncula. " I will," he said to 
them, "that for all times it be the mirror and good 
example of all religion, and as it were a lamp ever 
burning and resplendent before the throne of God and 
before the Blessed Virgin." 

The farewells to those of his immediate circle had 
been made and a letter written to St, Clare, and now 
he wished to bid " the most noble Roman matron. 
Madonna Giacoma dei Settesoli," one of his most 
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a:onnt see The Mirrnr of Prrfcaion, translated 
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devoted followera, to come and take leave of him at 
Assiai. The letter had only jiist been wriitea when 
knocking at the door ;iiid the sound of horses crampling 
W3B heard ouuide, and the brethren going out to dis- 
cover the cause of such unwonted noise found that 
Madonna Giacoma, accompanied by her sons, I 



Roman s 

the dying s 
The brethrei 



re, had been inspired to c 






verse to allow a woman, 

holiness as Madonna 

Ted precincts, called to 

" Father, what shall be 

md come unto thee?" 

" The reguiat 



I, somewhat a 
even one so renowned For 
Giacoma, to enier their Ba< 
St. Francis in their doubt: 
done ? Shall we let her enter 
And the Blessed Francis said : ^ 

be set aside in respect to this lady whose great faith 
and devotion hath brought her hither from such far-off 
parts." So Madonna Giacoma came into the presence 
of the Blessed Francis weeping bitterly, and she 
brought with her the shroud-cloth, incense, and a 
great quantity of wax for the candles which were to 
bum before his body after death. She had even 
thought of some cakes made of almonds and sugar, 
known in Rome by the name of moiiaccloU, which she 
bad often made for him when he visited her. But the 
saint was fast falling, and could eat but litde of the 
cakes. 

As the end came nearer his thoughts were drawn 
away from earth, and true to the last to his Lady 
Poverty, he caused himself to be laid naked on the 
ground as a token of his complete leoouncemeot of the 
world. His face radiant with happiness, he kept asking 
bis compaoiotis to recite the Canticle of the Sun, often 
joining in it himself or breaking forth into his favourite 
palm y^oee mea ad Domlmuni Cftxmavi, 
With words of praise and gladness the Blessed 
mcis of Auisi, the spouse of Poverty, died in a mud 
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hut clow to the shrine he loved, on the 3rd of Oc 
of 1116 in the forty-fifth year of hia age. 

His Mul was seen to ascend to hearen unde: 
Bcmblance of a atar, but brilliant aa the sun, upon c 
38 white as snow. It was sunset, the hour whi 
Unibria after the BtillDess of a warm autumn d 
unusual tremor pasaes through the land and all t 
in the valley and upon the hill-sides are atirred ■ 
when a flight of larks circled above the roof of th 
where the saint lay at test. And these birds of 
and gladness '* seemed by their tweet singing to 
company with Francis praising the Lord God." 
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devoied Tollowers, to come nnd take leave of him ac 
Assisi. The letter had only juat been written when 
knocking at the door and the sound of horses trampling 
was heard outside, and the brethren going out to dis- 
cover the cause of such unwonted noise found that 
Madonna Giacoma, accompanied by her sons, two 
Roman eeoators, had been inspired to come and viitt 
the dying saint. 

The brethren, somewhat arerse to allow a woman, 
even one so renowned for holiness as Madonna 
Giacoma, to enter their sacred precincts, called to 
St. Francis in their doubt; "Father, what shall be 
done \ Shall we let her enter and come unto thee?" 
And the Blessed Francis said : " The regulation is to 
be sec aside in respect to this lady whose great faith 
and devotion hath brought her hither from such far-off 
parts." So Madonna Giacoraa came into the presence 
of the Blessed Francis weeping bitterly, and she 
brought with her the shroud-cloth, incense, and a 
great quantity of wax for the candles which were to 
burn before his body after death. She had even 
thought of some cakes made of almonds and sugar, 
known in Rome by the name of moitaccioli, which she 
had often made for him when he visited her. But the 
saint was fast failing, and could eat but little of the 

As the end came nearer his thoughts were drawn 
away from earth, and true lo the last to his Lady 
Poverty, he caused himself to be laid naked on the 
ground as a token of his complete renouncement of the 
world. His face radiant with happiness, he kept asking 
his companions to recite the Canticle of the Sun, often 
joining in it himself or breaking forth into his favourite 
psalm Voce mia ad Dommum Clamavi. 

With words of praise and gladness the Blessed 
Francis of Ajsisi, the spouse of Poverty, died in a mud 
"5 
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him off bjr (brce to that he might die io Perugiai' 
Never at a loss for a way out of any difficulty Eliat 
hastily changed the itioeiary for the joumey, and ii 
of the short way by lake Thraeynieoe he took the 
longer and more difficult road by Gualdo and Nocen, 
hn back in the mountains to the north of Assisi. He 
warned the Assisaai of the peril run by the iittle 
pany of friars with their sicli father, and soldiers were 
immediately sent to escort them saiely lo the Bishop'i 
Palace where St. Francis stayed until carried to the 
Portiimcula when he knew that he was dying. 

They were sad days at Assisi when St. Francis wM 
home through the city blind and ill; and a 
stretched out hia hands to bless the people they bowed 
their heads and wept at the sight of so much sufTerin^ 
Now that the end had come and they knew he lay safely 
in the little shrine of the Portiuncula, their mourning 
was changed into rejoicing, and as though they were 
preparing for a great festival, strange sounds of biuy 
talk, of laughter and of singing were heard ii 
streets. Had a straRger found himst-lf at Assisi 
Sunday morning he might well have asked : "What 
victory have you gained to merit all this show of glad- 
ness, or what emperor are you going forth to greet?' 
And the answer would have been : " Francis, oi 
saint, the son of Beroardone, returned to us when he 
was nigh to death, and now that he is dead we posseM 
his body which will bring great honour and feme to. 
our city by reason of the many miracles to be wrought' 
at his tomb," 

The sun had not yet risen when the ABiitas 

' In [he Eime way when Beato Egidio, ill and nigh his end, 
wiihed to return to the Portiuncula to die in Che place he loTot 
so well, the Perugiani refuteil their consent and even placed 
soldiers round ihc monastery of Monte Ripido to prevent hit 
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iheir houses and thronged down the hill lo the Poni- 
Qncula to bring the precious burden to rest within the 
more certain refuge of their walled town. " Blessed 
and praised t>e the Lord our God who has entrusted 
to ua, though unworthy, so great a gift. Praise and 
glory to the ineffable Trinity," they aang as they 
hurried along in the cold dawn. Trumpeters blew 
loud and discordant notes, nearly drowning the 
voices of the priests who vainly in the din tried to 
intone the canticles and psalma. The nobles came 
from their caatles with lighted torches to join the 
procession, the peasants from the hills brought sprigs 
of olive, and those from the foresee stripjied the 
oaks of their finest branches which they waved above 
their heads, while children strewed the ground with 
flowers. 

Amidst all this stirrin)) show of joy a kindly thought 
had been taken of St. Clare and her nucs, so that when 
the body of St. Francis had been laid in a coffin, and 
the long line of friars, priests and townsmen turned to 
climb the hill, they tnok a path skirting just below the 
town, through the vineyards and olive groves, to the 
convent of San Damiano. The sound of chanting must 
have warned the watchers of their approach long before 
they came in sight. An artist has pictured the nuns like 
a flock of timid sheep in his fresco, trooping out of an 
exquisitely marbled chapel, with St. Clare endeavour- 
ing to suppress her grief as she bends over the dead 
Francis, while the sisters press close behind her. 
This is how it ought to have been ; but, alas, only 
an iron lattice, through which the nuns were wont 
to receive the Holy Communion, was opened for 
them, and the friars lifting the body of St. Francis 
from the cofEn, held it in their arms at the open- 
ing as one by one the nuns came to kiss the pierced 
faaods. "Madonna Chiara's" tears fell fast as she 
119 
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gazed on him who had brought such joy into her 
cloistered solitude. " Oh father, father," she mur- 
mured, " whac are we to do now that thou hast 
^ndoned us unhappy ones ? With thee departi 
all comolatioD, for buried here away froni the world 
there is noue to console ua." Restraining the lomenta- 
tiona which filled her heart she passed like a shadow 
out of sight to her ceil, and when all the sisters had 
bidden ftrewell to St. Francis, tlie small window was 
dosed "never again to open upon so sad a scene." 

The people, who until now had wept bitterly, began 
to sing again aa the procession went on its way up the 
hill towards the Porta Mojano. The trumpets sounded 
louder than ever, and " with jubilation and great exul- 
tation " the sacred body was brought to the church ot 
San Giorgio, where it -was carefiilly laid in a marble 
urn covered with an iron grating, and guarded day and 
night from the prying eyes of the Perugians. li 
Francis had worked miracles during his life, those 
chronicled at his tomb are even more marrellous;: 
in recounting some which read like fairy tales, 3>i 
biographer recounts with pride that, " even from < 
heaven, the Saint showed his courtesy to all." 

Devotion to St. Francis was not confined to 
Umbria or even to Italy, for we read how his ferae 
spread throughout France, and how the King and 
Queen with all the barons of the land, came to Paris 
to kisa one of his relics. " People journeyed from 
the east and from the -west," enthusiastically exclaims 
Celano with a total disregard of detail, "they csrae 
from the north and from the south, even the learned 
and the lettered who abounded in Paris at that time." 

But while France waa being stirred by the news of 
perpetual miracles and prodigiea wrought through the 
intercession of the saint, and Assisi in consequence 
) a place of great importanc* 



The building of San Francesco 

in the world, Pope Gregory IX, who had been 
lately elected upon the death of Honoriua III, spent 
many hours in the Cannonica at Perugia wrestling 
with hia doubts concerning the truth of the greateet 
miracle of all, the miracle of the Stigmata. While 
in this state of uncertainty and perplexity St. Francis, 
the Fiarclli relates, appeared to him one night, and 
showed him the £ve wounds infiicted by the Seraph 
upon his hands, feet and side. The vision, it aeemi, 
dispelled al! doubt from the mind of Pope Gregory, 
for in conclave with the cardinals he proclaimed the 
sanctity of hia friend, the Poverello d'Assiai, and 
determined lo set the final seal of the church upon 
his miracles and fame. 

This vision was the prelude of a great ceremony held 
a lew days later in San Giorgio for the canonisation of 
Francis, at which all Urabria seems to have been 
present. Pope Gregory, clothed in vestments of cloth 
of gold embroidered with precious stones, his tiara 
"almost as an aureole of sanctity about his head," sat 
stiffly on his ponufical throne like some carved image, 
surrounded by cardinals in crimson garments and bishops 
in white stoles. All eyes were fixed upon this splendid 
group, and it is not improbable that among the spec- 
tators stood Pietio Bernardone and Madonna Pica, and 
many who had reviled Francis in his early days of 
sanctity, and now, within two years of his death, wit- 
nessed him placed among the greatest of the saints. 
Gregory had prepared an eloquent address, which he 
delivered in a sonorous voice occasionally broken by 
sobs of emotion. Becoming more and more enthusiastic 
as be proceeded, he compared Francis to a full moon, 
a refulgent sun, a star rising above the morning mists, 
and when he had finished the pious homily, a sub- 
deacon read out a list of the saint's miracles, and a 
learned cardinal, " not without copious weeping," dis- 
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coursed thereon, while the Pope JUtened, shedding 
" rivers of tears," and breaking forih every now and 
then into deep-drawn sighs. The prelates wept w 
devoutly that their vestments were in great part wet, 
and the ground was drenched with their tears. The 
ceremony ended when the Pope rose to bleu the 
people, and intoned the Tt Deum, in which ail joined 
with such good will that the " earth resounded id great 

Had Sc Francis foreseen how hia humility would be 
rewarded ? This we know, that he in part had realised 
how hia order would slip away from his ideal, and 
there ia a deep note of eadneas in many pages of hii 
life, showing ua how fully he realised the pitfalis hil 
cUsciples were likely to fall into when he was no longer 
there to watch over them with tender care. Often 
while he was absent for only a little time the brethren 
forgot his simple rule, building cells and houses too 
spacious ;iQd pretentious for the home of the Lady 
Poverty. This had been one of the signs to him that 
his earnest prayers to God, hia example and admoni- 
tions to his followers, which come to ua through hii 
letters and the pages of Brother Leo like the cry of 
one who bravely fought against the inevitable, were all 
to be in vain. It ia a tragic story, and rendered still 
more so by the fact that the Saint's last years ahould 
have been saddened by this knowledge of coming 

Only a little while and the teaching of poverty and 
obscurity which he had so deeply implanted in the 
hearts of his followere was to be completely swept 
away ; upon the ruins of that first franciscan order, 
guarded jealously for a time by a faithful few, arose the 
new franciscan spirit which Elias Buonbarone, inspired 
by the will of Gregory IX, brought into being almost 
before the echo of his master's words had died away. 
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It is not for us Id thiB small space to trace the many 
changes that crept into the young community, but we 
simply note as a fact, what to Eorae mny appear exag- 
gerated, that the order St. Francis founded, and prayed 
would continue as he left it, ceased at his death, while 
the order that grew up afterwards bore the unmistak- 
able stamp of Elias and the Vatican. 

The extraordinary humility of St. Francis gave rise 
to the myth that when he lay dying at the Portiuncula 
he expressed a strong desire to be buried in the most 
despised spot near Assiai, which, because criminak were 
said to have been executed there, bore the name of 
Colle del Inferno. It seems ualike him to have been 
concerned with what might become of " brother body " 
after death, and it was probably not until Gregory IX 
conceived the idea of building a church in honour ot 
his friend, that a suitable burial-place was searched for 
near the walla of the town, if not actually within them, 
where the citizens could safely guard the precious 
relics. Everything favoured the designs of Gregory, 
for not only was he fortunate in finding a man like 
Ellas, capable, prompt and energetic, but the one place 
suited for the erection of a great church, happened to 
be in the possession of a generous citizen of Asstsi. 
No sooner were the wishes of the Pontiff made known 
than Simon Puziareili offered his land on the Collis 
Inferni, which from this time forward Gregory ordered 
to be called Collis Paradisi, the Hill of Paradise.* 

A document, duly sealed and signed, is still in the 
Assisan archives, in which we read how the site for the 

> In the illustraiioui on p. 3S and p. 107 in bHowd the 
gallows erected where now stands the franciscan haailiea, 
but it U unlikel; that the property of a private individual 
■DCiiild have been uaed farauch a purpose, and Cotils Inferni 
may limply have meant the spur of hill beneath the upper 
portion of Atslal upon which the cattle ttood. 
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n oratory or church for the moit holy 
s given over, in words that 
3 withdrawal, to Elias aa representaliTe of 
the Lord Pope Gregory IX — "dedit, tradedic, cesaet, 
delegavit et donavit simplicjter et Irrevocabilite 
Now the use of the word oratory is a remarfcablo 
fact as suggesting that ax. the beginning the AssisaDS 
httle dreamed of the erection of a great basilica which 
would cast their cathedral entirely into the shade. 

A few days after the ceremony of the canonisation of 

'i, Pope Gregory, amid the usual crowd of 

Umbrian spectators, laid the foundation-stone of the 

franciscan basilica. Then being recalled by his Roman 

subjects, whom Asaisan chroniclers describe a 

"he was obliged to 
hurry south, leaving Ellas to carry out his wishes ai 
thoDght beat. 

So far the task left to Elias was easy enough, for 
money was not lacking, and countless workmen i 
ready to begin the great enterprise ; but the question of 
who should design a church upon the site chosen 
a more difficult matter to settle, as Vasari tells 
" There was a great scarcity of good architects at 
time, and the church, having to he built upon a very 
high hill, at the base of which flows a torrent called 
the Tescio, an excelleiit artist was required for the 
work. After much deliberation a certain Maestro 
Jacopo Tedesco was called to Aesisi as being the best 
architect then to be found, and having examined the 
site, and consulted the wishes of the fathers, who were 
holding a Chapter in Aseiai to discuss the matter, 
designed the plan of a very beautiful church ; 

" Jacopo " is said to have come to Italy in 
"'nue of the Emperor Frederick It. Vasari recotuts 

1 SeeVaairJ, Life if Armlfo £ Lafe. 
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that the fame he gained all over Itnly hy his work at 
Assiei was ao great that the FJorentinea aunimoned him 
to build them bridges and pa]aces, and " Jacopo," 
charmed with the Tuscan city, married and dwelt 
there. The citizens, following a custom which still 
continues in every Italian town, changed his name to 
Lapo, and he is revealed to us as father of the famous 
Amoifo di Lapo, architect of the Florentine cathedral 
and of the Palazzo della Signoria. In the seductive 
pages of Vaaari the account reads so pleasandy that it 
seems a pity later writers should have discovered that 
the story rcBts upon uncertain dates and legends. 
Vasari'a endeavour to amalgamaCe three artistg into odc 
person, have forced many to the opposite extreme, 
until even the existence of " JacojM Tedesco " is 
denied, and they are reduced to speak of in architect 
who designed the church and convent of San Fran- 
Such is the irony of fate, that while numerous 
documents remain giving the names of contractors 
and minor masons employed in the building there is 
absolutely no evidence or clue of any kind as to 



question ai to who buiit San Francesco. Thoie who are 
eager to do so, however, can consult Henry Thode's ei- 
haustite work, Jz-oae w* Airiii (beginning p. 187), which 
deala most thoronehly with the aubJecC. Leader Scott also, 
in her learned boolt upon Tic Cathedral Buitdcri, gives some 
ingenious theories with regard to "Jacopo" and hii sup- 
posed relationship with Arnolfo, p. J15-J16. 

Another Book is / Marifri Cmmo.;, hf Professore Mar- 
nrio, whose statements about "Jacopo's" narionalitjr arc 
interesting and probable. Bat, following Vasari a iiltle too 
blindly, he gives ns the startling fact that " Jacopo " died In 
1310, this, even supposing him to have been only twenty-five 
when he was at Asslti as chief architect, woaid make him 
one tmidred and fifteen years of age at the time of hds death. 
IIJ 
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the architect employed by Eliaa. We can only 
suppose that the documeol relating to this and otiier 
interearing poipta in connection with the decoratioa 
of the church, must liave been destroyed by the 
Ferugians when diey sacked Aesiei under Jacopo 
Piccinino and burnt bo many treasures in the archives. 
We are consequently at the mercy of local legends, 
which were no doubt recounted to Vasari by the 
Atsisans themselves when he visited the town 
middle of the sixteenth century. But there 
the evidence of our own eye to help us ti 
something of the builder of San Francesco, the 
builder of the first Gothic church in Italy. We 
are told he was a German ; but then we know 
from Mr Fergusson'i Handbook of Architecture 
that Germans were only just awakening 
Gothic influences at the time of St, Francis's death, 
and, when they wished to build churches 
new style they called in French masons to help them. 
Was it therefore likely that Germany should have 
given the mysterious architect to Assisi J A church 
recalling the Aosisan Basilica may be vainly 
for in Germa.ny or in Lombardy and this further fact 
inclines us to believe in the theory of M. Edouacd 
Corroyer. 

Whether the man who conceived the original idea 
of raising one church above another flanked by 
colonnaded convent on the spur of a gi 
was called Philip or James, or whether he 
from a Lombard or a German province see 
small importance compared with the country where 
he learned his art. Even supposing "Jacopi 
have been a northern Italian from the home of the 
Comacine Guild of master masons, which is extremely 
likely, everything goes to prove that he must have 
drawn his inspiration for the Assisan Basilica straight. 
ia6 
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from the south of France. What eetablishea the 
French parentage of San Francisco ia the mode of 
construction, especially visible in the Upper Church, 
and which, as M. Corroyer says, "possesses al] the 
characteristics peculiar to the French architecture in 
the south of France at the close of the thirteenth 
and the beginning of the fourteenth century, of which 
the Cathedral of AIbi [in Aquiuine] ia the most 
perfect type- The single nave, its buctreeeea pro- 
jecting externally in the form of half turrets, add 
to the likeness of the Italian church of Assisi with 
that of Albi in France." ^ A glance at the illustra- 
tions of the two churches will bear this theory out 
better than many words ; and It will be seen at 
once chat had the half turrets between the bay win- 
dows of San Francesco been completed with pointed 
roofs and small lancet windows, as no doubt was the 
intention, the likeness would be cTcn more striking. 

Although " Jacopo " left a very substantial mark 
of his genius upon the Umbrian hill-^ide, he came 
and went like a shadow, leaving his designs and plans 
to be carried on by hia young disciple Fra Filippo 
Campello, whom we shall meet with again in the 
chapter on Santa Chiara. Little, therefore, as we 
know of this earlier portion of its history, San Fian- 
cesco at least remains to us in all its first prime 
and glory to tell its own tale, and endless should be 
the hymn of praise sung by the Asaisans for the 
chance which brought so beautiful a creation within 
their wails. 

It seems indeed strange that a style so new and 
BO admired, was not more faithfully adhered to at a 
time w he n^ cathedrals and churches were being erected 
in every Italian city. Perhaps the Romanest^ue and 

> L'ArchilBlMri Gclhijuc par M. Edouard Corroyer, See pp. 
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Byzantine inflaences from ihe south so tempered tbq 
Gothic tendenciea of Lombard architects, chat ihey 
were unable to attain the true ideal, : ' 
cceded only in creating a style of their 
be found at Florence, Siena and Orpieto, known a^ 
Italian Gothic. Thus it happens tliat the Assia 
are the proud poBseaaora, not only of the firnt Gothic 
church built in Italy during the dawn of the new 
era, but of a church which is unique, as recalling; 
less dimly than those of other cities the spIendouTi 
of the northern cathedrals. 

The rapidity with which the Aasisan Basilica pro- 
gressed is one of the moat wonderfiil results of the iovo 
inspired by St. Franciaamongmedia;val Christians. The 
generosity of the Catholic world was so stirred that 
donations poured in without ceasing from Germany and 
France, and even from Jerusalem and Morocco. "Carr 
dinals, bishops, dukes, princes, counts and baroi 
the chromclera, helped Elias in his work, while the 
people of Umbria, too poor to give money, came 
numbers, out of the reverence they bore the Saint, 
work for small and often for no wages. It was a hitf 
time ; and Assist awoke to a sense of her importance. 
Under the vigilant eye of Elias, armies of m; 
labourers worked as unremittingly aa ants at a nes^ 
while processions of carts drawn by white on 
ever to and fro upon the road leading to the quarries 
bringing creamy-white, rose and go Idea- coloured blocks 
of Subasian stone. 

This universal enthusiasm enabled Elias to complete 
the Lower Church in twenty-two months, while the 
Upper Church was roofed in aix years later, and finished 
in all esaential details by iz;^. But whill Eli 
applauded by most people, a few of the franciscan^ 
headed by Fra Leo, still clung to the letter of the 
'3° 
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franciflcan rule, and bitterly disapproved of these !n- 
□ovaiione. They sorrowfully looked on at the army of 
workers, raising, as if by magic, walls and colonnades 
upon the hill-side and towers ever higher against the 
sky. They watched blocks of marble and atone being 
chiselled into cornices, friezes and capitals ornamented 
with foliage and flowei-a, until, with despair in their 
hearts, they slowly returned to their mud huts in the 
plain. The dreams of Francis were vanishing fast as 
*the allegiance to the Lady Poverty diminished. Now 
her ehrine existed only in the Careen, in San Damiano 
and in the Portiuncula, where fewsought her company, 
for all eyes were turned towards the new Basilica. The 
words of the Master, recorded faithfully in Leo'a 
biography, were ever ringing in his ears: "Set a 
good hetige round in lieu of a wali, as a sign of holy 
poverty and humility . . . build poor little cells of 
mud and wood, and other celis where at times the 
brethren may pray and work to the gain of virtue and 
the avoidance of sloth. Also cause small churches to 
be built ; they ought not to raise great churches for 
the sake of preaching to the people, or for any other 
reason, for they will show greater humility and give a 
better example by going to preach in other churches. 
And if by chance prelates, clerics, religious or seculara 
should come to these abodes, the poor houses, the little 
cells and emdl churches will be better sermons and 
cause greater edification to them than many words," i 

No wonder that Leo and his friends watched Eliaa 
at his work with no friendly eye, for between the mud 
huts which Francis had planned with so much sim- 
plicity, and the massive Basilica and palatial convent, 
stretched an infinite chasm, separating the old order 
hrom Che new. 

They were still more unhappy and scandalised when 

' SfHalum l-rr/cttmu. Edited by Paul Sibatier, cap. %. 
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Elias, who had the full perniission of Gregory IX. for 
thU innovation, jilaced a marble vaee outside San Fran- 
cesco to receive the contributione of those anxious to 
aee the church quickly linisheci. A curious account ii 
given by a latin chronicler of the warfare which en- 
tued between the atandard- bearers of the new and the 
old franciscan spirit: "Some brothers of marvellous 
Banctity and purity went to Perugia to consult Brother 
Egidio, a good and pious man, concerning the erection 
of so large a building and the manner of collecung 
money, which seemed >o be expressly against the rule. 
And Brother Egidio answered theni : " If that build- 
ing were to reach from Assisi to here [^to Perugia] a 
little corner would suffice for roe to dwell in." And 
they having asked hira what be thought about the Taa^ 
he said, turning to Brother Leo : " If thou considerest 
thyself already dead f to the world and its persecutions] 
go and break it. But if thou livest, stay thy hand, for 
perchance thou maycst not be able to bear the persecu- 
tion of that Brother Elias." ^ Hearing this. Brother 
Leo went with his companions and broke the vase to 
pieces. Then Brother Elias, hearing this, had them 
aeverely beaten by his servants, and drove them from 
Assisi in great confufiion. For this reason a great 
tumult arose among the brethren. Because of these 
aforesaid excesses, and because Brother Elias threatened 
the complete destruction of the rule, when the brethren 
met in general Chapter they deprived him of the office 
of Vicar General, and uoaniraoualy elected Brother 
John of Florence [Giovanni Pareoti].* 

But these murmurs were drowned in the din of 
public applause which enabled Elias to work in hit 

duction Ea hit editi 

> Giovanoi Parenti, who doei 
the history of the Order, wat a 
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own way, unscrupulously dispersing every difficulty 
without any reference to the rule of St. Francis. 

He continued to be the presiding spirit at Assisi, and 
such was the success of his untiring energy that by 
the month of May 1^30, the Lower Church of the 
Basilica was ready to receive the " most sacred body " 
of the Saint, while the magnificent quarters in the 
adjoining convent were ready for those friara who 
belonged to the moderate party, and approved of the 
new order of things. 

Pope Gregory was unable to visit Aaaiai at this time 
owing to difficulties with his unruly Roman subjects, 
but he sent innumerable indulgences, golden crosses 
studded with precious stones containing relics of 
the true cross, vases of silver and gold, and a large 
sum of money for the fijrther advancement of the build- 
ing. These generous gifts were followed by a Brief, 
which in calmer moments the monks might have viewed 
with irritation, declaring both Basilica and convent to 
be immediately subject 10 the Holy See. The fran- 
ciKan order was fast becoming a Papal institution, to 
be patronised and ruled by succeeding PonrifFs. 

While Giovanni Parenti was preparing for the Con- 
clave to be held in the spacious rooms of the new 
convent, the wily Elias was holding secret councils 
with the magistrates of the town as to ensuring the 
safe conduct of the body of St, Francis to the Basilica. 
The number of people continually arriving in anticipa- 
tion of the coming ceremony made them somewhat un- 
easy, and their doubts were carefully discussed in the 
~ ' " ilace. They came to the conclusion 
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that if the exact place of the saint's Bepulchre wa* 
known, there wouJd always be the danger of its being 
rifled by the ciltzetis of neighbouring towns, especially 
by the Perugians, whose partiality for relics was well 
known. So a stratagem, most likely invented by the 
fertile brain of Elias, was decided upon and succeeded 
admirably. 

The friara and citizens, unconscious of the plot 
hatched in their midst, were all eager for the day 
of the Translation. The Umbrians left their town* 
empty to assist at the great spectacle, and their number 
was so great, that, failing to hnd room within the walls 
of Assisi, they wande^ed like droves of cattle od the 
hills above trying to obtain a sight of the procession. 
It was a great day in the annals of Assisi ; outside the 
little church of Sao Giorgio a triumphal car, drawn by 
a pair of magnificent oxen, their whiteness almost 
hidden beneath purple draperies and their horM 
wreathed and garlanded with flowers, stood waitii^ 
for the holy burden. Three Papal Legates and 
Elias placed the heavy sarcophagus with their own 
hands upon the car, covering it over with a piece 
of rich brocaded silk sent for the occasion by the 
mother of King Louis of France. They kept clow 
to the car al! the time, while the brethren, holding 
palms and torches, formed a long procession followed 
by the bishops and their clergy, and the Podesia with 
his retinue of crimson-robed priors. It was the month 
of May, and from every garden and terrace the noblet 
and their ladies showered flowers over the "sacred. 
ark " as it was borne slowly up the street amidst thej 
deafening sound of trumpets and the cheers of thej 
populace. All that could be done to honour St, 
Francis had been thought of; Gregory IX. had 
composed a hymn to be sung on that day in which 
the " Poverello " was compared to Christ. They 
'3+ 
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in [he midat of the hymn of praise and quite close 
to the new Basilica when the heavy tramp ot numetoua 
armeil men was suddenly heard ; swiftly a passage waa 
made through the crowd, who for the momeDt fell 
back amazed and powerless, while the soldiers hurried 
with the sarcophagus into the church, closely followed 
by Eliae, who promptly shut and barred the door. 
After the 6rst moment of surprise, a wild burst of 
indignation arose from the thousands who were thus 
deprived of a spectacle which they had come miles to 
see. They howled like wild beasts baulked of their 
prey, banging at the doors of the church in their fury ; 
but silence reigned within, for EHaa and hia accom- 
plices were stealthily engaged in hiding the body of 
St. Francis in the very bowels of the mountain, where 
for five centjriea it remained unseen and undisturbed. 

Till far into the night the people continued to mur- 
mur ; the bewildered friars asked each other what this 
strange behaviour of Elias meart, and the only people 
who preserved any appearance of calmness were Messer 
il Podes^ of Aesisi and hia priors, who smiled to see 
how well the plot had worked. It was not long before 
the BCaodnl reached the ears of Pope Gregory. The 
enemies of Elias painted the story in glowing colours, 
and the Pope expressed himself greatly shucked at 
sacrilegious hands having been laid upon the holy body 
of the saint. He blamed the magistrates for allowing 
such a tumult to ariae, and called upon them to give 
due explanation of their conduct within a fortnight at 
the court of Rome under pain of their city being laid 
under ao interdict. The fope'a Brief caused con- 
sternation, and his accusations of their ingratitude for 
past favour rankled deeply. We are not told how 
the anger of the Pope was pacilied, but no doubt both 
Elias and the Podestk explained satisfactorily the 
reasons for so strange a burial,- as Assisi continued 
'35 
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to enjoy tlte pattooage of the Holy See. The efforts 
of Eliae to ensure the Safety of the body of St-Fraodi 
had been eminently aucceesful, and Gregory could 
hardly fait to pardon the uDusuaJ manner io which 
thii had been obtained. 

Out of the mysteriouB eveots of that day of tumult 
grew a legend which lasted uotil the body of Su 
Francis was finally discorered live centuries later, 
was believed that a church far surpassing the other 
ia grandeur and beauty had been built beneath then) by 
Eliaa, and that St. Francis risen from his tomb stood 
in the midst, his hands crossed upon his breast, his- 
head thrown back, gazing eternally towards the sky. 
The Umbrrans, refusing to believe that theii 
could Buffer the common lot of mortals, loved to think. 



surrounded by the g!i 
which they had never 
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described to him by the a 



;," waiting for the last call, 
us beauty of a hidden church 
\ and only dimly pictured I 
s to this "invisible church 

e- struck citizens, when he 
) containing the body of the 
glorious saint is in ths lowest church where 
enters, and whose doors are walled up"; am 
beginning of his description of the Basilica, be spealu 
of three ranges of buildings placed one above the 
Other, the lowest of all being subterranean, which 
is curious as showing how closely he followed tradi" ' 
regarding the Assisan church. Padre Angeli so 
hesitatingly accepted the story that in his " Collia 
Paradtsi " he drew from imagination a plan, togethi 
with a picture of the ■"invisible church." It repre- 
sents a long vaulted hall somewhat recalling the archi- 
tecture of the Upper Church, at the end of which u 
St. Francis standing upon his tomb in a recess cor- 
responding to a kind of choir ; the vaulted roof ii 
supported by slender columns with chiselled capital^ 



and the walla ai 

and mosaic of differeot c> 

To close this chapter without touching upon the 
career of Eliaa, who is at once- the black sheep of the 
franciscan order and one of the greatest citizens of 
Aasisi, would be impossible. Few have written calmly 
about him, trying either to exculpate him or blaming 
bis actions too severely, so that it is difficult to obtain 
any just idea of the real motives which guided him 
in an ill-starred life. Eiias "was neither devil nor 
saint, though he possessed the energy of both and his 
marked and domineering char^icter would have fitted 
him better for the world than for the cloister. 
Ambition seems to have been his chief fault, together 
with a certain proud reserve which kept him aloof 
from his companions. From the various references 
to him in the early biographies of St. Fra 
the writers failed e 
so outside their lives, and whor 
kind of Judaa — -for did he r 
the Master? 

" Elias is an altogether different type of man from 
the simple-minded Francis," writes Mrs Oliphant, 
echoing the general opinion. " He is an ambitious 
and ascetic churchman, of the class which has pushed 
Rome into much power and many abuses — an almost 
itional development of the intellectual monk, 
g up for compulsory humbleness in external 
s by the highest strain of ecclesiastical ambition 
and spiritual pride." 

But while all abused him, none doubted his very 
exceptional talents, and even in the Fwretti he was 
accounted "one of the most learned men in the 
world," and St. Francis showed the great confidence 
he had in him by nanung him Vicar-General after the 
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death of Peler Cataneo. It was at a Chapter held 
the wood by the PorduQcula that the saint expreBsed 
his desire to again resign the government of the ord« 
to another, and while Elias discoursed to the assembled 
friars St. Francis sat at his feet listening attentively to 
every word.l On the other hand, the saint was quite' 
e of his fault*, and from the Fiarctti, where Elias 
is pictured for artigdc effect in strong colours as the 
wicked friar, we seem to realize the strain that often 
^en these two very different men. 
Thus we read that it being revealed to St. Frand* 
that Eiias was destined to luse his soul and bring dis- 
honour on the order, he conceived such an antipathy 
towards him that he would even avoid meeting him,. 
although at the time they were living in the 

II. The scene when Eliaa, discovering the 
of his displeasure, threw himself at the feet of 
the saint to implore hii intercession with heaven reveak 
jt touching way the great belief and reverence 
inspired by St. Francis in the heart of the least docile 
of his followers. " 1 have so great a faith in thy 
prayers," said Elias, " that were I in the midst rt 
hell, and thou wert to pray to God for me, I should 
feel some relief; therefore again I pray thee to 
mend me, a sinner, unto God who came to save sinners 
that He may receive me into His mercy." And thii 
did Brother Elias say with much devodon and 
tears, so that St, Francis, like a pitying father, pro- 
mised to pray to God for him. It will be seen how 
far the revelation of St. Francis came true, and the 
manner in which his prayer was answered. 

> It ii imposiiible In this amall hnok to give any idea of tha 
various influences at work upon the young franciscai 
during the life of tiie aaint. I can only refer my readers 
charming pages of M. Paul Sabatier, who gives ui a 
pictilre of ih«e aariy days mLaVudc Saiii Franfoii, and U 
his introdnction to the Sfualum Ptrfeelitmh. 
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Francis his pride was temper 
curbed, but when cast upon his c 
full rein to the ideas which had no doubt been forming 
in his mind for some years past. Eliaa thought the 
franciscan order, if faithful to the Lady Poverty, 
would prove of Email importaace ; and he therefore 
willingly leagued with Gregory IX. to mould it ao 
that it should become a visible power upon the earth. 
The vision he conjured up with the sceptre in his 
own hand was very fair ; and he failed to sec why 
religion should not be served quite as well within the 
massive convent walls he had helped to rear, as when 
dwelling in a mud hut. He had too broad a mind 
to look closely to the detail of his rule ; he only saw 
the broad outline of his master's teaching ; and who 
can say whether after all he was not right ? This 
we know, the mud huts have long since vanished, 
while thousands come each year to pray at the tomb 
of Francis within sight of Giotto's master- pieces. 
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■s, and as they pray and sing 
I heaps upon the altar steps, 
rch iota the sunlight again, 
is St. Francis spent his life 

Eliai 



and his 

many troubles with the franciscan world. While 
patronized by Pope Gregory, he also seems to have 
had a strong party of monks on hie side, probably 
those who had joined the Order during the last few 
years. Their names have not come down to us, and 
their personalities have merged in that of Eliaa who 
thus led them forward on a somewhat perilous way. 
They began by attempting to depose Giovanni Parenti 
while he was holding a Chapter in the new convent, 
a few days after the ceremony of the Tranelatioa of 
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the body of St. Francis to the BaaUica. His frian 
were gathered round him diacuasing the various missioDI 
to be undertaken, and the work that had been done 
during the past year, when the door was thrown opeD. 
and a crowd of excited friars with Eiias at their head 
appeared upon the tlireshoid. Before anyone couid^ 
realize what this strange apparition meant, Elias wat 
borne rapidly along by his corngjacioDS and inetalled 
in ihe seat of Giovanni Paremt, while a scene of 
indescribable tumult arose among those whose indigna- 
tioo had not yet cooled down after the events of tbs 
past week. It is said that St. Anthony of Padua wai 
present at this conclave, and vainly tried to calm the 
excitement, but his voice was drowned in the clamour. 
At last, driven to despair, Giovanni Parenti began to 
cry aloud and tear his garments as one distraught; he 
could not have hit upon a better plan, for where wordi 
had failed this piece of dramatic acting produced an 
instantaneous effect. His friara formed a vanguard 
round him, acclaiming him Vicar-General as they beat 
back the intruders with hard blows and angry scowls. 
Eliaa, seeing the game was lost, threw himself on tbr 
ground, and with expressions of deep contrition 
implored forgiveness. He was pardoned, but banished 
to a distant hermitage, where humbled and sad he 
pondered for many months upon his next move. He' 
allowed his hair and beard to grow to such a length' 
that even his enemies began to believe his repentance 
was sincere, and only two years alter his misconduct 
we find him elected Vicar-General in the place of 
his former rival, and, under the title of Guardian and 
Master of the Basilica and Convent, in full command 
of the works at San Francesco. 

He now enjoyed a season of peace and plenty in the. 
comfortable quarters of tlie franciscan convent, and 
is said to have gathered a household about him sur- 
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passing the spleadour of a cardinal's 
Illuminato di Rieti (afterwards Biaho]) of Assisi) 
acted as bis secretary, writing numberless letters to 
" the Pope aod the Princes of the World," for Elias 
was in correspondence with more than one crowned 
head and paid many visits to distant courts in quest 
of money for the Assisan Church. On these journeys 
he always went on horseback, and even when going 
from one churcli to another in Umbria, he waa well 
mounted on a " fat and stout palfrey," to the intense 
scandal of some of the friars. " He also had secular 
servants," writes an indignant chronicler, " all dressed 
in divers colours like to those of bishops, who ministered 
to him in all things." His food was always good, 
and he had the reputation of keeping an eitcellent cook. 
This peaceful and successful period of his life 
was of short duration, for he soon fell into dire 
trouble and disgrace. It waa his misfortune to be 
sent by Pope Gregory, who trusted implicitly in 
his discretion and ability, on a mission to Frederic 
II, in the hopes of bringing the Emperor to a sense 
of his misdoings. A disciple of St. Francis seemed 
to be the right person to send as an emissary of peace ; 
but instead of the orthodox humble and barefooted 
e read of him as a very haughty personage, quite 
■ase in the political world, then ringing with the 
IB of Guelph and Ghibelline. 
jner had Elias reached the franciscan con- 
vent at Parma than the magnates of the city, aware 
of the errand he had come lipon, assembled to do 
him honour. Fra Salimbene, who was present at 
the interview, describes how Elias waited for his 
visitors, his head swathed in an Armenian turban, 
and comfortably seated upon a soft chair drawn 
close to 3. huge fire. When Gherardo da Correg- 
gio, known as " Mesder il PodeGtk of the big teeth," 
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entered the room, Eliae remained seated, and to the 
astoniehment of all in no way diaturbed himself for 
his illustrious guest. The Fodesca very sensibly took 
DO offence, but passed the matter over by expressing 
his wonder that the Vicar-General should have chosen 
ao cold a season for his visit to Lombardy— a glance 
at the fire had told him that this franciscan friar liked 
comfort as much as most people. 

There la no detailed account of the interview of 
Eiias with the Emperor to inform us whether he 
behaved at it with the same easy familiarity } all we 
know is that Frederic, " the wonder of the world," 
and Blias, the Assisan friar, formed a friendship which 
lasted during the remainder of their lives, linking , 
them togetlier in a common fate. Whether Eliu' 
was won over from the first by the charm of so 
fascinating a personality, or simply baffled by a mind' 
more subtle than his own, it is difficult to sav, as the 
chroniclers have drawn too thick a veil over thb 
unfortunate meeting for anyone to judge with fairness. 
His failure certainly gave a good opportunity to hit' 
many enemies to conmience a very satisfactory scheme, 
of blackening his character with the Pope; and the 
rumour flew to Rome that he was a traitor to hi« 
church. Branded with the abhorred name of Ghibel- 
line there was now little hope for Elias, whose friend-' 
ship with the arch-enemy of Holy Church grew always 
■Cronger. The Lombards becoming uneasy, accused 
Gregory of favouring the Emperor, while the latlct 
bitterly complained that the Pope listened too much 
to the cause of the Lombards, and thought too litclt 
of the imperial dignity. At last a Chapter was called' 
to enquire into the conduct of the Vicar- Generalj 
and as he was not present, his misdeeds lost nothing 
by the telling. Although Elias was deposed, and hS^ 
place iiUed by a Piaan, he stiii held the title o^ 
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Id a city of such strong Guelph aympathies aa Aeaifii, 
it was unlikely he would he left in peace, especially 3b 
the Pope no longer faToured him. Life soon became 
impossible there, and of his own free will he retired to 
a hermitage in the woods of Cortona, followed by some 
dozen faithful friars, "not excepting," adds a spiteful 
chronicler, " Fra Bartolemeo da Padova, his moat 
excellent cook." Thence he wrote to the-Pope es- 
piaining his conduct, and humbly entreating to be par- 
doned, but the letter was found years afterwards in the 
pocket of the Piean Vicar-General, who had promised 
to deliver it safely at Rome. Whether the letter was 
wilfully laid aside or only forgotten, none have been 
able to decide, but the incident had disastrous effects 
upon Elias. He waited anxiously for the pardon 
which never came, until embittered by finding himself 
deserted by nearly everyone, he openly joined the party 
of Frederic II. He went a. step further, and abused 
Pope Gregory in caustic language, taunting him with 
injustice and avarice, and with being a simonist, which 
of course ended in his excommunication " to the great 
scandal of the Church." The news of his disgrace 
spread quickly through Italy, and the children sang a 
couplet, invented on the spur of the moment, under the 
windows of francit 



It was the cry which met the friars in every street they 
passed, so that the name of their former Vicar-General 
became hateful to them. And yet even now Ellas 
must have had some friends in the Order, as at a 
council held at Genoa in IZ44 there were a few who 
wished to reinstate him. The Pope commanded him 
to appear, but as the papal brief never arrived he was 
H3 




The Story of Assist 

thus again debarred from clearing his much damaged 
character. The conaeqlience of these efForla in hia 
behalf only ended in hia falling still deeper into dis- 
grace ; and for ihe second time he waa excom-< 
We next hear of him roaming about 
the country with Frederic II, who found him usefiii 
; than one occasion as a diplomatic ageau 
Elias was sent with strong letters of recommendation 
from Pier dclic Vigne to Baldwin II, Emperor of 
Constantinople, and to Hugo I, King of Cyprus, and 
he waa even charged to arrange a marriage for a 
daughter of Frederic. Among his various lalentj 
Eliaa »eema to have been able to accommodate hiraaelf 
to a military life. We hear of him, both at the siege 
of Faenza and of Ravenna, riding out to battle on a 
magnificent charger. At other times he found a 
peaceful asylum at the Emperor's court, presenting a 
strange contrast to the " etrolling minstrels, troubadours, 
poets, warriors, jugglers and artists of every grade" 
who frequented it. Upon the Emperor's death Eliai 
returned lo Cortona where the citizens received him 
kindly as he had obtained privileges for them at various 
times from his patron. Here, at the small hermitage 
in the ilex wood, he paseed the last few years of hia 
life in building a Franciscan church and convent, 
aided by the citizens who gave the ground for the 
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While the last touch 
of the great Aaaisan B 
consecrated by Innocent IV, 
in his little cell at Cortona. 
the heart of a lay brother, 
expressed hia sorrow at seeing htm 
Order and offered him help. " 



proud ambitious churchman 

"My brother, I see no other way ! 



the building 
:na It was about to be 
1 1253, Elias lay dying 
His loneliness touched 
ho with gentle wordi 
St from the 
longer the 



Brother EUas 

shouldst go to the Pope and beg him for the love of 
God and of St. Francis His servant, through whose 
teaching 1 quitted the world, to absolve nie from his 
excommunication and to give me back again the habit 
of religion." The lay brother hasteoed to Rome and 
pleaded so humbly that Innocent "permitted him to 
go back, and if he found Brother Elias alive he was 
to absolve him in his name from the excommunication 
and restore unto him the habit; £0 full of joy the friar 
departed and returned in hot h^te to Brother Elias, 
and finding him yetaiive but nigh unto death he absolved 
him from the excommunication and put on him again 
the habit, and Brother Elias quitted this life and hio 
soul was saved by the merits of St. Francis and by his 
prayers in which Brother Elias had reposed such great 
faith." 

Some say that even at the last fate pursued Elias, 
for the city of Cortona being at that time under an 
interdict no blessed oil could be found for the sacra- 
ment of extreme unction. Certainly his body was not 
allowed to rest in the church he had built for the 
brethren. A zealous friar dug it up and flung It on a 
dunghill, saying that no Ghibelline should be permitted 
to lie in consecrated ground. 

Thus it was that Elias left a name hated among 
the franciscans as bitterly as the Emperor Frederic's 
always has been by Guelph historians. But while the 
war against the latter still rages as fiercely as ever, 
Elias, save for the gratitude felt by the citizens of 
Assiei, refits almost forgotten and his story hidden in 
the pages of old chronicles. Few even remember that 
owing lo the untiring energy of this man Aaaisi owns 
one of the most beautiful monuments of medieval art. 
It la possible that had Fra Leo, Bernard of Quinta- 
valle and his companions succeeded in those first days 
of struggle, the Basilica of San Francesco might never 
K I4S 
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have attained i 
Giotto been bom in this Umbrian corner of Italy. 
Chi io sa.1 It ig a q^uestion one hardly even hkes to 
think of. Bui the danger passed away, and who cares 
now whether the franciscane grumbled at the time, or 
said the church and convent with ita buttresses and 
lowers looked more like the feudal fortress of some 
mighty baron than the tomb of the Preacher of Poverty! 
The San Francesco we love rises golden and rose- 
tinted above the olive groves and the vineyards, above the 
plain with its yonng corn and the while villages lying 
among the fruit-trees, above a rushing torrent which 
circles round the base of the Subaaian mountain on its 
way ID the Tiber ; and all day the varied group of 
church, arcaded con vent and terraced gardens, is 
showing its beauty to the sun. i 

In every light it is beautiful, in every mood we j 
recall it, together with the choicest things we have seen 
io travel, haunting us like the charm of a living person. 
When the winter mists at early morning wrap round it 
like a mantle, or the stars form crowns above its roof 
and beil tower, there is always some new loveliness 
which thrills us, some fresh note of colour we have not 
noticed there before, making us again and again feel 
grateful that Eliaa forgot or ignored the teaching of hit 




CHAPTER V 
Cimabue and his School at San Francesco 

"II aemhU au premier coup d'a:!! que le rive de Fran^oli 
d'Asiise a dfi amener la fin de lout I'art et de route noble vie, 
Chnse etrangel ce snrdide iiiendia.nt fuL le pere de I'arC 
italien."— E. Renan. NuiivdUi iirJr. J'Niilairc Sdhiiuii. 
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not one but two churches, choir and nave piled above 
each other, and covered from roof to floor with frescoes, 
as perfect of their kind as the buildings which they 
decorate. Wars in every town, trouble, diesenaion sod 
jealousies among men, raged like a storm over the land, 
but all this turmoil of a fevered age was unable to check 
the steady, rapid progress of at least this monument to 
a dead saint's memory ; and we perceive yet another 
proof of the extraordinary influence of St. Francis, 
who was able by the devotion and admiration he ex- 
ciied, to inspire all with some of his own love of the 
beautiful, which has lasted in Italy, from the days 
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of deep azure blue with dull golden stars upon its 
Hurfacc, looming above the paintings and dimming their 
brilliaDcy by the shadows which lurk in its depth, we 
feel that within the shelter of iis perpetual twilight this 
is a place to pray in. It is truly the home of St. 
Francis, and notwithstanding its richness and vaat 
splendour his spirit is here, the certainty that he once 
had dwelt upon.the earth is felt. 

Few ever atop to look at the walla of the nave, and 
indeed, upon coming out of the sunlight, the d^irkneaa 
and gloom for some minutes is oppressive and but little 
can be distinguished in the gloom. It was almost 
by chance that we one day noticed some frescoes, 
ruined and faded, just outside the Chapel of St. 
Martin. They are of no beauty as works of art, 
indeed they are rather ugly, hut their interest lies in 
showing us that from the very beginning artists had 
endeavoured, however feebly, to depict the legend of 
St. Francie.' On the left wall of the nave, outside 
the Chapel of St. Martin, is a fresco representing 
the Seimon to the Birds with the same idea of 
composition which was adopted later by Giotto ; the 
saint slightly bends towards the birds upon the ground, 
his companion stands behind, while the single tree 
adds a certain solemnity to the scene. The Itgures 
are large and ungainly, with fe-et terrible to behold, 
the lines are hard, and there is little feeling of movement 
or life; yet we look at it with reverence and hope, 
for we know that, with all the ugliness and stiffness 
of workmanship, the artist was vehemently striving in 

> It is (Kfiicult to say how free a hand the artlits were 
ailowed when called in to execute work for any church, 
but probably, In the cane of San Franci'sco, thsy were obliged 
to illustrate preciwly the scenfs and f*cnli chosen by the 
frlan. who in the case of the saint's legend would be very 
Kiere jadgea, requiring quite the best that: the arclBt could 
produce. 
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this dark church to shake off the hampering chsins of 
worn-out traditions, and find for hi maelf something nearer 
to the truth. And as we look at this one and at the 
next, representing St. Francis receiving the StigmaiOfJ 
ouF thoughts are carried to other renderings of theaiil 
scenes, and we say with light hearts : " After this poof ^ 
craftsman comes Giotto, King of Tuscan painters." 

These are the only two frescpes iJlustrating 
the life of the saint, though there may have been 
others which were destroyed when the walls of the 
nave were broken down in order to form entrances 
to the chapeln, added to the main building about 
1300. But on the right side, beginning outside the 
Chapel of San Stefano, are parts of several sceoea 
from the New Testament ; a crowd of women and 
men standing round the cross, a group of women, the 
Descent from the Cross, a Pieta, a landscape with houses 
and a decoration of circular ornaments outside the 
Capella di Sia. Maria Maddaiena, generally attributed 
to Giunta Pisano, thus giving them too early a date.^ 

' Later documents of the convent speak of a crudliK painted 
in 1136 by Giunta Pitano with a portrait of Brolhi — 
" taken hum life" and ttie following inacription; 

Prater Elias fieri fecit 

Jesu Christe pie 

MiKre pecantis Helie 

Giunta Pisanue me piniit. AJijd. coiivl 
It hung from a beam in the Upper Church until ifiif 
when it suddenly disappeared, and it teems 10 have inspired 
Padre Angeli f author of the " ColUt Paradisis") with the 
theory that Giunta Piiano was the first to paint in San 
Francesco, ascribing la 
the frescoes in the choi 
Messrs Crowe and Cav; 
impoESible to discover, that the middle aisle of the Lower 
Church "seems to have been painted between 1115 and 
IiJO," ignoring the fact that Pope Gregory only bid the 
foundation stone of the Basilica in iiiK. Without trying 
to find snch earlji date* lor the history of art at Assisi, It 
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To U6 their interest seems rather to lie in that 
they plainly show how the earliest masters, whilst 
endeavouring to illustrate the franciscaa legend, failed 
BO completely to satisfy their employers that they 
were bidden to stay their hand and continue to paint 
the well-worn tlieme of the history of the world's 
redemption, which required lees invention than the 
legend of St. Francis, where a new out-look on 
life had to be acquired. So the franciscans, failing 
to find a painter who could illustrate their founder's 
life to their satisf^clion, contented themselves with 
other things, perhaps hoping that in course of time 
one might arise who could do justice to the theme. 
Well it was that they waited. 

Shorily after these frescoes had been completed 
in the Lower Church, art received a new impulse 
(one likes to think that the struggles of the first artist 
towards something better and more true to life had 
to do with this) ; others came, with Giotto at their 
head, and painted over some of these early etforts, 
leaving us only Cimabue's great Madonna, a few ruined 
frescoes, a Byzantine pattern, and stjay touches of 
colour in dark comers of the church to remind ua 
of these first decorators of San Francesco. 

We get a melancholy picture from Vasari of the 
depths to which art had sunk, and of the degenerate 
artists still following a worn-out tradition until it be- 
came as a dead thing in their hands deprived of all 
inspiration, when "in the year 1240, by the will 
of God, Giovanni Cimabue . . . waa born in the 
city of Florence to give the first light to the art of 
painting." 

appears to □« quite wonderful enough chat some fifty or 
sixty yean after the ceremony of the consecration in IIJ], 
Cimahue and his contemporaries^— Giotto and hii Tuscan 
IbUowere — bad completed their work in both churchea. 
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Cimabue ib rightly c 
as he represented a n< 
who were awakes' 



t of stiff, 



:a!led the Father of Italian art, 
'a among Italian mastera 
r country's needs ; when 
, filled with strange restless energy, grew tired 
of the Byzantine Madonna with her 
lifeless splints, and looked for something 
ich with their mood and aspirationa. 
Round the name of Cimabue are grouped many 
charming legends belonging to a lime when the people, 
' thing their hearts craved 
for, looked eagerly and critically at an artist's work. 
There is the story of h.ow when he had finished the 
picture of the Virgin Mary, the Florentines came to 
his workshop, and, expecting much from him, yet were 
amazed at the wonderful beauty of the grand Madonna, 
and carried the picture with rejoicing, to the sound of 
music, to the Church of Sia. Maria NoTella, where it 
still hangs in the dark chapel of the Ruccellai ; a street 
in Florence down which the picture passed being called 
Borgo Allegri, because of the gladness of that day. 
It is only a legend, and one that has been oft repeated, 
and as often doubted. Now the existence of Cimabue 
is even questioned by some, but whoever invented the 
story understood the great change which bad come 
among the people and into art. It was only right 
that in the church of the saint who personified the 
feehng of the age, caught its spirit, and sent the 
impulse of the people even further, should centre all 
the first efforts towards this awakening and revival, 
until, step by step, the masterpieces of Giotto were 
reached. When we remember this, the large fresco 
of Cimabue in the right transept of the Lower Church 
becomes more full of beauty and meaning,! The 
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great spirit of her preKoce fille the cliurch, her majesty 

and Qobility !b that of the ideai Madonna, grave to 

ladness, thinking, as her eyee look steadily out upon 

I .the world, what future years would bring to the Child 

[ seated on her lap, who stretches out a baby hand to 

\ clasp her veil. Al] the angels round the throne sway 

towards her ; in their heavy plaits of hair shines a dull 

Ted light, and in their wingE and on the Madonna's 

I gown are mauve and russet shades like the colours 

of autumnal oaks. ..." To this day," says Mr 

I Ruskin, " among all the Mater Dolorosa's of Christi- 

f anity, Cimabue's at Assisi is the noblest ; nor did any 

\ painter after him add one link to the chain of thought 

with which he summed the creatftm of the earth, and 

I preached its redemption." 

, St. Francis has not been forgotten in this fresco, 
k but Cimabue having given all his art to make the 
C Virgin and her choir of angels beautiful, his figure is 
ne's idea of the ethereal Umbrian preacher, 
■itnd his being there at all spoils the symmetry of the 

Souping. It is not improbable that the 6gure of St. 
lare stood on the other side, and was erased when the 
fChapel of Sta. Maria Maddalena was built, and the 
KipTDamental border painted round this fresco, which 
It off part of the wings of the two angels on the left 
I. of the Virgin. 

Vasari vaguely tells us of some frescoes from the 

ives of Jesus Christ and of St. Francis, painted by 

[ Cimabue in the Lower Church, and later writers 

I have thought these must have been destroyed to make 

m tbe precipitoui side of the bill, the Rigkl transept laoks 

[' Id the Nartk, the Lrfi to the Seulk, and we have thought it 

]• Oder to keep to the actual position of the church in dc^scrib. 

1. Ing the different freetoes. Heir Thodc in hia hook has done 

I' this, but it may be well to ohwr^e that Measra Crowe and 

avacuelle refer to the tranaepli and chapels as if they faced 

le parti at the compiu in the usual way. 
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room Tor Giotto'a work. If paintings were there at 
al] they were more likely to have been the work of 
inferior artists, for it seems improbable that Giotto, 
coming to Assisi for the first time when he was quite a 
youth, should destroy any work of his master, who was 
still alive, in order to substitute his own cariy efTorte. 

The Upper Church 

Not only was the Upper Church essentially fitted 
for iresco painting, but it required an elaborate scheme 
of decoration, just as a setting, however perfect, needs 
a gem to complete it ; and it almost seems as though 
" .lacopo " had stayed his hand, with the intention that 
here, at least, architecture should be subservient to wall 
decoration, and had foreseen the need of large sjiaces to 
be covered with paintings, as brightly coloured, as denr, 
and as closely set together as are the colours upon a 
butterfly's wings. 

" It was here, in the Upper Church of Assisi," 
says Mr Roger Fry, " that the Italian genius first 
attained to self-otpression in the language of monu- 
mental painting, a language which no other European 
nation, except the Greeks, has ever mastered." But 
the question as to who were the predecessors of 
Giotto, and when exactly they came, can never, we 
think, be answered; for the time is not far oF when 
these splendid ruins of early art will have totally faded 
away, or, what is infinitely worse, be covered with 
still thicker layers of paint than the " restorer " has 
already laid upon them. 

Vasari finds no difficulty about the matter, declaring, 
to his own satisfaction and for the instruction of future 
generations, that every fiesco in the apse and transepts, 
together with the scries relating to the history of the 
Jews and the life of Christ, are by Cimabue. But then 
Cimabue was a Tuscan, and Vasi 
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and hasty in their criticismg than Vasari, see the 
work of many h^nds In all these frescoes; so we 
have gathered together a few notes concerning them 
(i-om various authorities to help the traveller to form 
his own ideas upon the subject. The theme is too 
endless to attempt in a small sp.nce to give more than 
a yery brief summary of the chief facts. 

Freicoej of the Chu'ir and Traniipti. — These may be " 
divided into two distinct classes, those of the north tran- 
sept, which are older and inferior lo those of the south 
transept and choir. Herr Thode attributes their 
difference to the fact tliat while all are the work ot 
Cimabue, the frescoes in the north transept were painted 
when he was quite young, while the rest belong to a 
later period, when he had attained his full powers. 
The Crucifixion of the north transept, one of the moat 
ruined, reminds us somewhat of works by Margaritone 
which may be studied, without much pleasure, in most 
Italian galleries. The figures standing round the Cross 
are short, with small heads and large hands, and not 
even in the fainting Madonna is there the elightest 
charm. In the Martyrdom of St. Peter, on the next 
wall, it is curious to note the similarity of treatment to 
Giotto's fresco at Rome of the same subject. The 
Saint, head downwards upon the Cross without any 
group of people would have made hut a dull composi- 
tion ; BO both artists added an obelisk on either aide to 
relieve the monotony of line. 

Then follows the scene of Simon Magus being borne 
upwards by demons with bat-like wings ; and upon the 
next wall, beneath the iriforjum, is represented the 
death of Ananias and Sapphira, and St. Peter curing 
the lame before the Temple, where the figures are 
certainly more majestic and, according to Hcrr Thode, 
distinctly show the hand of Cimabue. 

Behind the papal throne are medallions of the friend . 
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and patron of Si. Francis, Gregory IX, and of Inno- 
cent IV, whi) eooaecrated the BaailicH. The friscoes 
represent the life of the Virgin, but they are all too 
faded to be enjoyed, eave that of the CoronalioTi on 
the right wall, juat above the choir stalls ; the Virgin 
IB seated upon a wooden throne with Christ by her 
side and a group of apostlea and spectators beneath, 
There is a striking resemblance in the drawing and 
form of the standing figures to those in the Crucifixion 
of the south transept. This, though very ruined and 
blackened in parts, showing no other trace of colour 
than a faint film of golden yellow, has still the power 
to make ub feel that once, long ago, it was a fine work, 
worthy of a great master. Weeping angels fly above 
the Cross, some with outstretched hands, while others 
veil their eyes from the sight of the suffering Saviour ; 
the Magdalen, her arms thrown op above her head, is 
seen in strong relief against the sky, and contrasting 
with this dramatic gesture, is the figure of the Virgin, 
erect and atill, her hand clasped in that of St. John. 
The whole conception is dignifi ed, replete with dramatic 
feeling of the nobler kind, and has been thought worthy, 
by Herr Thode, to be put down as the finest of Ciraa- 

The remaining frescoes deal with scenes from the 
Apocalypse, but they are so ruined that it is a thanklesa 
task for any, except the student, to try and distinguish 
each separately. Indeed after a minute examination of 
BO many ruined works of art, a certain sadness and 
weariness is felt, but if the pilgrim has time to rest 
awhile in a quiet corner of the stalls and look at choir 
and transepts solely for their colour, he will gain for 
himself many beautiful memories not easily forgotten. 
It is a vision of youthful saints, of men with lances 
hurrying down a rocky mountain aide, of angels trumpet- 
iog to the four ends of the eartb, and out of this medley 
'59 
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of ehadowy forms in fading frescoes, like sunlight 
breaking through a mist with golden light, loom the 
mighty angels of Cimabue. Their heads are crowned 
by a heavy mass of auburn hair, their wings slightly 
lifted, as though they were on earth but for a short 
space, and they seem as remote from mortals as the 
Sj)hyax herself in their dignity and calm repose. To 
Cimabue belongs the cooceptioa of such grave and 
strangely beautiful creations, winged messengers of 
strength, who come midway between the stiff Byzantine 
ligures, and the a wifi:^ moving angels of Giotto and the 
cherub children forms of later Umbrian and Venetian 

The Nave. — ^All writers upon the subject agree 
that here the frescoes show no trace of Cimabue'« 
style, but are from the hand of his contemporaries and 
pupils, who worked together in unfolding the history 
of the Jews and the world's redemption. If it is im- 
possible to hint even at the names of these artists, the 
most hurried traveller must notice the dilTerent char- 
acter which marks the legend of the New Testa- 
ment from that of the Old, where the work of 
talented copyists of classical works of art diifer 
from that of others who kept nearer to the style of 
Cimabue, instilling into it more or less life, as their 
individual powers permitted. Herein lies much of 
the history of early Italian art, hut the few remain- 
ing frescoes, especially on the left wall, have been 
so terribly over-painted that the work of the critic 
is rendered well-nigh hopeless. 

Beginning at the right wall by the High Altai 
we have probably the work of a fine Byzantine 
master, or at least of one who must have copied a 
Greek masterpiece. In the Creation of the World, 
God, represented as a young man seated on a globe 
of (ire, is, with a gesture of his hand, casting upoo 
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the earth his last creation — man — who, stili sufhised 
with celestial colour, is borne across the sea towards 
the land. A ram, a bull and a lion besport theni' 
selves upon the shore, enormous birds sit on the 
bushes, and the sea is already full of every kind of 
fish ; slender pink clouds are in the sky, and the 
distant hiUs on the horizon have faded into shades 
of blue-greeo, like the landscape of an Umbrian 

The nude figures of Adam and Eve in the Expul- 
sion from Paradise are wonderfully good for the 
time, and the manner in which the angels are kick- 
ing them out of the garden of Eden is somewhat 
unusual. 

Beginning again at the first bay window but on 
the lower row of frescoes, in the Building of the 
Ark Noah is seated, an obelisk-shaped rock rising 
behind him, and gives his directions with a majesdc 
air to his sons as to the sawing and placing of the 
great beams. A man, standing by his side, com- 
pletes the composition, which has much dignity and 

The fresco of the Sacrifice of Isaac, with Abraham 
raising his sword above him his body slightly thrown 
back, is perhaps one of the most striking of the series. 
The wind has caught his yellow roi>e, which unfurls 
itself against a landscape of sandy hills. 

All that remains of the next are three angels, whose 
grandeur can only be compared to those of Cimabue in 
the south transept. The remaining subjects on this side 
are by a different master, who followed closely the best 
classical traditions, and succeeds in giving extraordinary 
repose to his compositions as well as meaning to the 

In Jacob before Isaac, Isaac is waiting for his dish of 
venison, and Jacob's attitude denotes uncertainty aa to 
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the reception he !i likeli/ to receiTe, while his mother, 
lifting the curtain of her hiaband'g bed, ee« 
courage her sod. 

The next fresco is similar in composition, but better 
preserved. Here we feel the blindness of Isaac, the 
perplexity of Esau, who cannot understand why his 
father refuses to bless him, and the fear of Rebecca, 
who has stepped back, knowing that her fraud must 
now be discovered. In this composition the artist 
has Strictly kept to rules laid down by his prede- 
cessors, and the result, if a little stiff and wanting io 
originality, is yet pleasing and restful to look at, pre- 
senting a grepc contrast to the somewhat exaggerated 
movements expressed in the preceding ones. 

The last of the series is the steward 6nding the cup 
in Benjamin's sack, though greatly ruined it still show* 
much beauty of composition. 

Upon the opposite wall, by the altar, is depicted the 
life of Christ by followers of Cimabue, but the few 
frescoes that remain are so mutilated and repainted, 
that it is impossible to say much about them, or even 
to imagine what they may once have been. 

" In the Capture," writes Messrs Crowe and 
Cavacaselle, " the Saviour is of a superior size lo 
the rest of those around him, and of a stern but 
serene beanog. Trivial conception marks the scene 
of the Saviour carrying the Cross." 

The Pieta, one of the last, is evidently by a finer 
scholar of Cimabue, and the woman coming round the 
rocks resembles slightly the figure of Rebecca in the 
two frescoes on the opposite side. " The compoM- 
tloD," write the same authors, " is more like that which 
Giotto afterwards conceived than any other before or 
since " ; but the colossal figure of Christ destroys the 
harmony of the scene. 

The arch at the end of the nave is painted to 
i6i 



\ 

I 
I 



^:h 



'imabue and bis School 

■ent a series of niches, in each of which stands the 
figure of a saint, ail ate much repainted, as ate the 
medallions of St. Peter and St. Paul by the door. 
The Descent of the Holy Spirit is greatly ruined, and 
in the Ascension the inionaco has pealed off, showing 
the bricks, so that the apostles have the appearance of 
looking over a wall. 

The ceiling is frescoed in three different places 
by other masters, whose names have not come down 
to us. Between the transepts and nave the four Evan- 
gelists, seated outside the gates of towns, are so utterly 
ruined and blackened by time and damp that it is 
barely worth craning one's neck to look at them.' 
But the four medallions of Christ, the Madonna, St. 
John the Baptist and St. Francis, which ornament 
the centre of the nave, are among the moat beauti- 
ful things in the church, and quite perfect as de- 
coration. At each corner of the spandrels stands 
an angel upon a globe, with wings uplifted, delicate 
in outline and brilhantly coloured, while the whole 
ia bordered by the most exquisite design of blossoms 
and green foliage rising out of slender vases, which 
mingle with cupids, angels, winged horses and rabbits 
on a dull red ground. It must have been painted by 
one who had learned his art from the same source 
whence the decorative painters of Pompeii drew their 
iospi ration. 

It is not an easy thing to lit entire figures seated 
on large marble thrones into triangular spaces, and 
so the artist found, who in the groined ceiling nearest 
the door had to paint the Doctors of the Church, 
Sts. .Jerome, Gregory, Ambrose and Auguatin, 

iTo facilitate seeing the paintingj of the ceiling, both here 
and in the Lower Church, it would be well lo use a hand- 
elau, a litnple and moat eflectual addition (o the comfort of 
die travcllu. 
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dictaliag their cpiidet to tuny clerks. But ditre is 
much that ii chinning in then), though as decoration 
iliey panljr fail, and a retemblaace may be found to 
the frescoe« of Iiaac and his Bona, which seem to 
have iofltieDced Giotto in hia paintings of old men. 
Vaaan'i enthtisiatni wa« roused when he looked 
upon these eodleM paiotiogs, and he lelU us that: 
■■ This work, truly grand and rich, and admirably 
well executed, must, I conceive, i& those dmea have 
astonished the world, the more so that painting had 
for so long been sunk in such obscurity; and to 
me, who saw it once more in i;63, it appeared 
most beaudful, as I thooght how Cimabue, io such 
darkoees could have discovered so much lighL" 

It would be well, before leaving, to look at the 
windows of the Upper Church, which are among 
the oldest in Italy, and, according to Herr Burck- 
hardt, the most beautiful. As of most things con- 
nected with San Francesco, little is known about 
them ; Vasari says they were designed hy the painters 
of the frescoes ; an opinion partly held hy Herr 
Thode, who sees a great resemblance to the style 
of Cimabue in the right-hand window of the choir 
(the centre one is modem) with scenes from the 
lives of Abraham, David and Christ, of most beautiftil 
colour and design. The left window, belonging to 
the same period, contains na'i've scenes from the Old 
Teitament, amongst which (the sixth from the top 
of the left half) is Jonah emerging from a blue- 
green whale the colour of the waves, and possessed 
of large white eyes. 

Those of the traoaepts of the same date are even 
liner and more beautifully coloured. Medallions of 
geometrical patterns of exquisite design and hue 
left-hand window of the north transept, 
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while that on the right containa Bceaea from the 
Old Testament and the life of Christ ; in both of 
these, according to Herr Thode, the influence of 



. transept c< 

scenes from the Creation and seven from the Uves 
of Adam and Eve, who (in the ksL two divisions 
of the right half) are being driven out of Eden, and, 
spade in hand, are working at the foot of 3 tree. 
The eight saints of the right window, seated majes- 
tically on gothic thrones ornamented with spires, and 
dressed in rose-coloured, red and green garments, 
have certainly the appearance of being, as Herr Thode 
HUggestB, of a style even anterior to Cimahue. 

Half oF the bay window on the left, iookiag towards 
the altar, is the work of the Umbrian school of the 
time of Fiorenio di Lorenzo {there is a Madonna in a 
blue mantle, and St. Onofiio clothed in vine-leaves), 
while the kft half, with medallions composed of very 
small pieces of glass representing scenes from the early 
life of Christ, are perhaps the most beautiful, and 
certainly the oldest, in the church, and can even be 
compared to the stained glass of French cathedrals. 
The third window (the second has suffered consider- 
ably, and what is left of the original belongs to the 
fifteenth century) has been a good deal restored, but 
the large angels with blue and purple wings standing 
Id an arch, behind which a little town is seen, are very 
fine, and below them is a curious small figure of 
St. Francis floating in front of a colossal Christ, 
belonging also to the fifteenth century. 

Very beautiful are the two saints beneath gothic 
arches in the last window, and the priests in their rose- 
coloured stoles, the bishops In crimson and gold, and 
the other figures of warriors and saints. 

The right half of the bay window near the door 
.6s 
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afoa the opposite ride, bclongiag alio to the Umbrian 
tchool, contaiiti tome charmiog scenes fconi the life of 
St. Anthony, while on the left are incidents of the life 
of St. Francis. The ivhole is remarkable for delicate 
fo«e colour*, greens and pale blues, and a total absence 
of the iirong deep tooes of the older and iiner wiodowi ; 
but they are very beautifUl of their kind, like patches 
of pale sunshine in the church. 

The next two windows betray a more ancient ityle 
in the fine ligures of the apostles (their heads, alas, 
are modem), and in the scenes from their lives, which 
are of a deeper tone than the former one j hut even 
more beautiful is the last window, which does not seera 
to have been reitored within the laat three centuries, 
and where the colours standing out from a creamy 
background are very lovely. The two large and grand 
figures of two apostles are believed by Herr Thode to 
be from drawings by Cimabue. 

Both Francesco di Terranuova and Valentino da 
Udine were employed to repair all the windows about 
I476, large sums being expended, principally by the 
Popes who never ceased to patroniee the franciscao 
Basilica. A most coniical appearance is given by the 
distresBtng additions made in our own time of modern 
heads upon bodiesof the thirteenth or fourteenth century. 
Until very lately an exquisite rose window was to be 
seen over the eastern door, now replaced by white 
glass i one would like to know how it so mysteriously 
disappeared and where it now is. 

No pains had been spared to make San Francesco 
as lovely in every detail as the brain of man could 
devise, and it is most remiirkable how the frescoes 
belong to the general idea of the building as though 
every artist had thought as much of this unity as of 
the individual perfection of his work. The beautiful 
papal throne in the choir, of white marble encrusted in 
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mosaic with its frieze of strange animals in low relief, 
its arms supported by red marble lioos, is almost a 
replica of the Soldan's throne in Giotto's fresco, and 
was designed by Fuccio Fioreniino in 1347, when the 
architecture that Giotto deligliCed in was stil! the re- 
cognised style in Italy.' The marble snd mosaic altar 
is of the s^me date, and the octagonal pulpit of sculp- 
tured stone, with saints in small tabemacles, spiral 
columns and designs of leaves slightly tinted, supposed 
also to be by Fuccio, is placed at the corner of the 
wall of the nave looking as if it had grown there. 
The columns supporting the arched gallery round the 
church have each been painted to represent mauve and 
rose-coloured marbles, and there is not a single space in 
all the building which has not been decorated to har- 
monise with the frescoes, giving a perfect sense of 
infinite completeness and beauty, to which time has 
added by mellowing everything into a pale orange 
colour— the colour of Assisi. 



1 Mr Ruakin says that ihe gable of the bishop 
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Joptcd rudciy ihc masonry of the north. 
Brleflf this ii a Greek temple pediment, In which, doubtful o( 
their power to carve figures beautiful eoough, they cut a 
CrefDilcd hold for oruamenE, and bordered the edge with s. 
harlequinade of mosaic. They then call to their aid the Greek 
sea wavts, and let the surf of the .ffigean climb along the 
ilopes, and tOEsitielfat the lop into a Heur-de-lyi." 



CHAPTER VI 

Ibe Patntingt of Giotto and bis School!! 
in the Jj/wer Church 

■ . . . CSmatme tboogtit 
To lonl ic orer painting'* 6cU ; ud ncnr 
Hie CTT 11 Giocto'i, and hti Bunc ecfipwd." 

DiWTB, FarftUrj, xL, Citt'* tniMial 

'T'HE work of Cimaboe, grantl and noble u 

yet givet the unprcwon of beloa^ng to n. 

timei, between which aod that of Giotto, hi* ptqal, a 
great gulf is set. In both chnrcbe* at Asnai we pOM 
iTDm the early efforts of an awakeoing age to the work, 
of one, who, if not tbe 6rn to see the light, was the 
firn to discover the true principles of an, to give it 
life, and to found a school whence a long series of 
painters came to carry on for geoeratioos the lesioiu 
he had taughL Cimabue did wonders for the centuiy 
in which he lived ; of Giotto, even granting ihac his 
drawing was Bometimes faulty, and the types of faces 
be painted were not alwayi beautiful, it would be an 
insult to express such condesceoding praise ; aod eren 
a hasty study of his frescoes in San Fra 
soon explain the everlasting sway he holds, i 
those first years when his work seemed little short of I 
miraculous to the wondering Florentines. 

Some fourteen miles to the north of Flor 
the hills of the Mugdio, lies the a 
Vespignano where Giotto " 
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peasant family in the year 1165. Even at an early 
age, Vaeari says, the boy was remarkable for the 
rivacity and quick intelligence which endeared him 
not only to his parents, but to all who knew him in 
the village and country round. He passed his child- 
hood among them, knowing nothing of the city just 
across the hills, but learning much, during the long 
days while he wandered forth to tend his father's 
sheep, which was helpful to him in after years to 
preserve his straightforward outlook upon life and 
the strength and freshness of a nature that loved the 
sunburnt valleys and the freedom of the shepherd's 



When Giotto was ten years old it happened that 
Cimabue, on his way from Florence to Vespignano 
upon a matter of business, found him seated by the 
roadside, his flock gathered near, busily employed in 
drawing the outline of a sheep from life upon a smooth 
piece of rock. Struck by the boy's industry in the 
pursuit of art and his evident cleverness, Cimabue 
hastened to obtain the father's consent to adopt and 
make an artist of him. Leaving the old life in the 
peasant's cottage for ever, Giotto now tui'ned south 
along new roads, and with Cimabue by his side, saw 
for the first time the city of Florence, beautiful as she 
lay upon the banks of the Amo in a setting of wooded 
hiUs. 

The progress he made under Cimabue's guidance, 
who taught him all he knew, was marvellous indeed. 
At ten years of age a shepherd tracing idle fancies on 
the stones, then for a few years an apprentice in a 
Florentine workshop grinding colours with the others 
for his master's big Madonnas; while ten years later he 
had already gained the title of Master and was a 
famous pintcr, courted by popes and kings, and 
leaving masterpieces upon the walls of churches 
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throughout Italy, that people of all tiniea and 
couatries have come aad paused awhile to *ee. 

Let ua ouppoae it was the air of Florence, which, 
according to Vasari, " generatea a deaire for glory and 
honour and gives a natural quickneaa to the percep- 
tions of men," that made Giotto a perfect Florentine, 
alert, witty, and e?er ready with a caustic repartee to 
anyone who bandied words with him. But though 
other induences were <it work around him, and new 
images crowded upon his active brain, he kept un- 
dimmed the rision of his mountain valley, of the 
fielda, of the daya spent rn his native village, and, 
with the eyea of a shepherd he continued to look 

00 all the incidents of human life; he saw the 
grandeur, the tragedy, the weakneasea, aye, and the 
humour too, in everything that aurrounded him, setting 
it all down in hia frescoes in hts own simple and 
original way. In a few words Mr Ruskin has 
touched ujton the keynotes of Giotto's character 
when he says: . . . "his mind waa one of the 
most healthy, kind and active that ever informed a 
human frame. His loTe of beauty was entirely free 
from weakness; his love of truth untinged by severity; 
his industry constant without impatience ; his work- 
manship accurate without formalism ; his temper serene 
and yet playful ; hia imagination exhaustive without 
extravagance ; and his faith lirm without superstidon. 

1 do not know, in the annals of art, auch another 
example of happy, practical, unerring, and benevolent 
power." 

Such was the man who came to Assisi to take 
up the work left UDCompleted by Cimabue and hii 
contemporaries. Giotto was then almost unknown, 
not having executed any of those great works upon 
which his fame now reats, and it is not unlikely 
that the recommendation by Cimabue of his pro- 
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mising pupil to the friare of San Francesco led to hia 
being called there when barely twenty years of age.' 
Opinions diifer as to which were his first works aad 
whether he began in the Lower or in the Upper Church, 
and as there are abaoSutely no documents relating to 
the subject, and Vasari is of no help in the matter 
of dates or precise details, tlie only way to come to 
any conclusion is to group these frescoes according 
to their style. We do not wish to force any arbi- 
trary opinions on this matter, and have simply placed 
Giotto's work in the order that it teems to us more 
likely to have been executed. Those who disagree 
have only to transpose the chapters as they think 
fit. The chief thing is to enjoy the frescoes aod 
speculate as little as possible on all the contradictory 
volumes written about them. 

Right Tramipi. — According to Messrs. Crowe and 
Cavalcaselle these frescoes are by Giotto, and Mr 
Bernhard Berenson is of the opinion that they 
belong to his early period, and were executed by 
him before the franciscans knew what his powers 
were, and whether they could entrust to him the 
more difficult task of illustrating the legend of St, 
Francis. The subjects are taken from the early 
life of Christ which had been depicted many 

' There are only the most mcagte sctapn of informatiDa to 
rely upon as to [hi: dates of Giotto's worki at San Francesco, 
and it Is oeedleBS here to enter into the endleii discussion. 
One thing in obiious ; the Asaisaii frescoes must have been 
execuleJ before those a '" ' 
assigned to 1306. In the: 
the Tiew held by Measis. Crowe and Cat 
that of Hen Thodt, who appears to have studied the question 
with open eyes, but our final authority is M. Bemhard Beren- 
son, who in a visit paid laidy to Auiil was kind enough to 
point out many thingn which we should otherwise have passed 
by, and in the sequence of the frescoes by Uiolto iLt Saa 
TMoceico we hsTe entirely followed his opinion. 
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times in preceding centuries, but although Giotto 
attempted no very elaborate or onginal manner 
treatment, hia style wa.s rapidly developing, and 
haye m some of the scenes little traita of nature 
which only belong tu him. On the outside of the 
Chapel del Sacramento, over the arch, he painted the 
\ such charm, dignity and harmony 
woufd be difficult to find 
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perfect conception of religious feeling even among 
the pictures of Angelico. Unfortunately it can only 
be seen in the early afternoon when the light conies 
in through the windows of S. Giovanni ; tfie Madonna 
rising with queenly grace and the angel hasteninj 
forward with his message then stand out from the 
dark background like living people, and shot ' 
from the first, Giotto attained the powt 
vitality to his figures. His Madonna is not li 
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graven image to be worehipped from afar ; she it 
essentially the earthly mother of the Saviour, and 
Giotto, while treating her story with dignity and a 
certain sense of remoteness, tells it by the simplest 
means, endowing her with the maternal tenderness 
of a young peasant girl whom we meet upon the 
roads carrying her child to lay beneath the shadow 
of a tree while she goes to her work in the fields 
cloEE by. 

The Visitation (on the same wall as Cimabue's 
Madonna) is one of those frescoes that we remember 
like a scene we have witnessed, so naturally does 
the Virgin move forward, followed by 3. group of 
handmaidens, and hold out her arms to greet Eliza- 
beth who is bending with such reverence to salute 
her cousin. Tliey stand at the entrance of a dainty 
house inlaid with mosaic which is set among the 
bare rocks with only a stunted tree here and there. 
But Giotto does not forget to place a flowering plant 
in the balcony just as the peasants have always done 

It is interesting to compare the next fresco of the 
Nativity with the same subject in the Upper Church, 
treated by a follower of Cimabue where the same 
idea is depicted, but with what a difFeience. Though 
two episodes are placed in one picture, Giotto succeeds 
in giving a harmonious composition, which, if a little 
stiff and over symmetrical, is full of charm and beauty. 
The angels singing to the new-born Infant and those 
apprising the shepherds of the news hover like a flight 
of birds above the barn. They are in truth the winged 
IjiiritB of the air, " birds of God " Dante calls them, 
nd thus Giotto paints them. As though to accentuate 

"B^ess and poverty of Christ's birthplace, the bam, 
^n and exposed to the night breezes, is laid in a 

Ifely landscape with a high rock rising behind it, 
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Beyond in the valley, a leafless tree grows upon the 
bank, of a calm stream where the heavenly light from 
the angels is seen to play like moonbeams in '" 

Messrs. Crowe and Ca.valcaGe]!e hold that the Viai 
the Magi was " never painted with more feeling, i 
naturally or beautifully composed than here " ; and 
Giotto must have felt he could add liitle to the per- 
fection of the scene when in later years he painted the 
same subject at Padua. All interest is centred on the 
Child, who, bending forward from the Virgin's arms, 
lays a tiny hand in blessing upon the head of the aged 
king. Curiously enough St. Joseph has been forgotten, 
and in8t(>ad an angel stands upon either side to receive 
the offerings of the Magi. 

But to us the Purification seems even more beautiful 
in sentiment, composition and the perfection of religi- 
ous feeling. Giotto was the first to i 
of the Infant Jesus turning from Sin; 
Virgin Mary as if anxious to come back ti 
she holds out her arma to invite him u 
attitude of gentle motherhood. 

From charming frescoes like these we 
grand and powerful scene of the Crucifixi 
figure tells a different tale of sorrow; oftei 
in the group of women round the fainting Virgin ; of 
wonder that Christ should be allowed to suffer, as in 
the gesture of the woman with arras thrown back and 
St. John who wrings his hands almost fiercely ; of sym- 
pathy expressed by the Magdalene, as she kisses the 
pierced feet ; and of hope and prayer, in the kneeling 
figures of St. Francis and his brethren. Even more 
vehement in their grief are the angels, who rending 
their garments fly away with arms stretched out as if 
unable to bear the sight of so much pain. How rapidly 
they turn and circle in the air ; they are not borne 
'7+ 
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along by the winds, but trusting to their wings ihey 
rise with the swift, sure flight of a swallow.' 

Upon the opposite wall the early life of the Virgin 
is continued with the Flight into Egypt, which bears a 
strong resemblance to the fresco at Padua. There is 
the same sense that St. Joseph, his bundle slung on a 
stick over his shoulder like a pilgrim, Is really walking 
along and in a moment must disappear from sight ; a 
palm tree bends sideways to the breeze, and abore two 
angels seem to cleave the air as they hurriedly lead on 
the tr:ive!!ers to exile and safety. Only the Virgin sits 
calm and unrufRed. In the Massacre of the Innocents 
Giotto has happily not painted the full horror of the 
scene, hut has aimed rather at suggesting the tragedy 
than at giving its actual representation. Very beautiful 
are the women to the left mourning for their dead 
children. One rocks her child in her arms and tries 
to awaken him with her kisses, whilst another raises 
her hands in despair as she gazes upon the dead child 
upon her knees. 

The Return of the Holy Family from Egypt, 
though only showing a group of houses within sur- 
ronnding walls and a gateway and a group of 
people, suggests better than a more complicated 
composition would have done the scene of a hflme- 
coming after long absence. 

The Preaching of the Child in the Temple com- 
pletes the series, and like the one at Padua, it is the 
least interesting of Giotto's paintings. 

There are three other frescoes in the Transept which 
moiC people, with reason, attribute to Giotto, repre- 

> For Simone Martini's Madonna and Salntt between [hi? 
two chipels d this trantept, me p. 312. The portralti (?) of 
>om« of the first companions of St. Francis, painted beneath 
Cimabue't fresco, belong to the Florentine school, it would 
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•cnting miracles of St. Francii. The Grn referi to * 
child of the Spini iamUy of Florence who iell from a 
(ower of the Palazzo Spin! {dow FeroDi), and wai 
being canied to the grarc, whec ihe iotercesnon of 
St. Frsccia was invoked aod he appeared among 
them to restore the child to life. Part of the fre«co 
hu been lost owing to the ruthiess way in which ibe 
wall* were cut into for the purpose of erecting an organ 
— a barbaroua act difficult to understand. But the 
principal group of people are seen outside an exquisite 
oatilica of marble and moaaic, and each figure can be 
studied with pleasure as they have not been mutilated 
by the " restorer'a " usual layers of thick paint. Seldom 
has Giotto painted lovelier women than tbose kneeling 
io the foreground, their profiles of delicate and pure 
outline TecallJDg a bordcT of white Howere. Near them 
il a figure bearing so strong a resemblance to Dante, 
that we would fain believe that Giotto meant to repre- 
sent the type of a true Florentine in a portrait of the 
poet. Above the staircase is a fine picture of St. 
Francis resting his hand upon the shoulder of a crowned 
skeleton " in which," saya Measrs. Crowe and Caval- 
caselle, " a much deeper study of anatomy is revealed 
than has ever been conceded to Giotto." The oval 
face of the saint, with clear brown colouring, is very 
beautiful, strongly resembling the St. Francis in glory 
in the fresco above the high altar. By him also is 
the half-length figure of Christ in the vaulting of 
the window. 

Although the two remaining frescoes deal with the 
death and resurrection of a child, they probably have 
nothing to do with the Spini miracle ; the one where 
the dead child is lying in the arras of two men has unfor- 
tunately been so repainted as to take all character away 
from the faces, and we can only admire the general 
grouping, the fine gestures of the weepbg women, and 
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the grand modelling of the figures. Ooly a great artist 
could make one feel, by such simple mEnns, the strain 
of the dead weight upon the men's arms. The man 
to the left (the second from the one holding his finger 
to hia chin) is helieved to be the portrait of Giotto ; if 
it is, the painter has not flattered himself, and we can 
believe Dante's tale that he was remarkably ugiy, and 
had six hideous children. On the other side of the 
arch the legend continues ; a procession of white-robed 
monks and sorrowing friends approach the house to 
which the child has been taken, but in the meantime 
St. Francis has called him back to life, and a man, 
evidently in great excitement over the miracle, is 
hurrying down the steps to announce what has 
occurred. The story is so well and simply told 
that, although we have failed to find any account 
of it, it is easy to understand the sequence of the 
two frescoes, and the events they relate. 

Alitgorlti by Giollo in lit celling ever ihe High Altar. 
— The task was now given to Giotto to depict by the 
medium of allegory the three virtues of the franeiscan 
order and St. Francis in glory. These virtues, the 
rocks upon which the franeiscan order was so securely 
founded, had been preached by St. Francis to the 
people of Italy with the extraordinary resulta we have 
seen, and now Giotto came to take up the theme and, 
by means of his immortal art, perpetuate it as long as 
the great basilica lasts, and pilgrims come to pray and 
read upon the wails, in a language even the unlettered 
can understand, the lessons taught by the Umbrian 
preacher seven centuries ago. Apart from the fact of 
his genius, it was a fortunate thing that he should have 
been chosen for the task. A man of weaker and more 
impressionable temperament might have been led into 
such exaggerations of feeling and sentiment as we find 
in the Lorenzetci frescoes of the transept. Giotto 
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came not many years after the Flagellants, roaming 
in hordes through the land calling for mercy and beat- 
ing their half-naked bodies with leathern thongs, had 
spread a spirit of fanaticism which threatened to destroy 
the healthy influence of the teaching of St. Franci*. 
But the mountain -bom piiinter, impervious to such 
influcncee, kept hie faith pure amidst the turmoil and 
unrest; and much as he admired the saint (it is said 
he belonj-ed to the Third order), he looked upon hie 
leaching from the practical point of view and was by 
no means carried away by the poetical manner in whicfa 
it had been presented to the people. Nothing shows 
the miod and character of Giotto so plainly as some 
lines he wrote on poverty, most likely after jiaintiag 
his famous Allegories when he had an opportunity to 
observe how little the nnanners and customs of mediaeval 
monks corresponded with the spirit of their founder. 
Every line of the poem is full of common sense and 
knowledge of human frailty. Many, Giotto remarks 
somewhat sarcasUcally, praise poverty; but he does oot 
himself recommend it as virtue is seldom co-existent 
with extremes ; and voluntary poverty, upon which he 
touches in a few caustic lioes, is the cause of many ills, 
and rarely brings peace to those who have chosen her 
as a mate and who too often study how to avoid het 
company ; thus it happens that under the false man ' ~ 
of the gentlest of lambs appears the fiercest wolf, a 
by such hypocrisy is the world corrupted.^ 

Giotto, an artist before he was a moralist, underti 
to carry out the wishes of his patrons, and thougl||>l 
only how he could beat fill the triangular spaces of the I 
ceiling with the tigures of saiots and angels. It wai J 
by no means an easy task, but Giotto succeeded 4 
well that these four frescoes are reckoned among %' 

> See Vasari, ed. MiUnesi, voL 1. p. 416. (San 
Firenie.) 
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Giotto in the Loiver Church 

masterpieces and the wonders of the thirteenth century. 
They certainly show a marked advance upon the earlier 
works in the Transept, but they lack the power and 
asaarance of those in the Upper Church, where the 
youthful painter all but reached the zenith of his 

The Marriage of Si. Francis and Poverty,^- — In this 
fresco Giotto has represented three incidents, but just 
3S they all refer to one subject, so do the figures form 
a perfect harmony, faultless as decoration and beautiful 
as a picture. A youth, imitating the charity of St. 
Francis to whom his guardian angel is pointing, is seen 
on the left giving his cloak to a beggar, while upon the 
other side, a miser clutching his money-bag and a youth 
with a falcon on his gloved hand refuse to listen to 
the good suggestions of an angel and of the friar who 
stands between them. The lines of decoration are 
further carried out by the two angels who fly up carrying 
a temple with an enclosed garden, perhaps symbolising 
Charity, and a franciscsn habit, which may be the 
symbol of Obedience. But these are details and 
the eye does not rest upon them, but rather is carried 
straight into the midst of a court of attendant angels 
where Christ, standing upon a rock, gives the hand of 
St. Francis to the Lady Poverty, who slightly draws 
away as if in warning of the hardships and disillusions 
in store for him who links his life with hers. Cold 
and white, her garments torn by a network of accacia 

' It la ofien lupposed that GloCCo took Che theme of this 
fresco from the weU-known linei cf Dante referriDg to the 
myitical marriage of St Francis to Poverty. But Dante 
wrote the »i. canto of the Pnradiio long after Giotto had 
left AiBiai ; both painter and poet really only followed the 
legend reiounied by St. Bonavenmre of how St. Ftaniij 
met three women who laluted him on the plain of 
S, Quirico near Siena. These were Poverty, Charity and 
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true widow of Christ, who, ^| 

ed and ob,cur« fl 

ywr. =r.d more, rem.in'd ■ 

or, till he camE." ' ^H 

pointing to ihe iky, and H 



The bridesmaids, Hope pointing to ihe iky, and 
Charity holding a heart and crowned with tiowers that 
t into tiny flames, como floating out of the choir 
of angels towards the pale bride whose veil is bounded 
only by her hair. Heedless of the children of earth, 
who encouraged by the barking of a dog, press the 
[hotns still deeper into her flesh, she gazes at St. 
~ and shows him the pink and white roses ot 

; and the Madonna liiics which are flowering 
behind her win^s. 

Chastity. — The different stages of perfection in the 
religious life arc portrayed in this allegory. To the 
left Si. Francis welcomes three aspirants to the order — 
Bernard of Quintavallc — typifying the Franciscans; 
St. Clare— the Second Order; and one, who is said to 
be the poet Dante, in the near foreground in a Horen- 
line dress of the period— the Third Order. Two 
angels in the central group impose hands and pour the 
purifying water upon the head of a youth standing 
naked in a font, and two other angels bend forward 
with the franciscan habits in their hands, while leaning 
over the wall of the farttese are two figures, one pre- 
senting the banner of purity the other the shield of 
fortitude to the notice. On either aide stands a grey- 
bearded, mail-clad warrior, lash and shield in hand to 
denote the perpetual warfare and aelf-mortiii cation of 
those who follow St. Francis. To the right three 
youthful warrior-monks, beautiful of feature, bearing 
the signs of the Passion in their hands, aided by one in 

1 Paradiie, xL, Cary'a translation. 



Giotto in the Lower Church 

the garb of a Penitent with angels' wings, are chasing 
away the tempting spirits of the flesh from the rocks 
about the fortress into the abyss below. The winged 
boar falls backwarda, followed by a demon and a 
winged Bkeleton emblematic of the perpetual death of 
the wicked, while poor blindfolded Love writhes be- 
neath the lash of Penitence. But just as he is about 
to spring down with the reet, his string of human hearts 
etili slung acrosa his shoulders, he snatches up a sprig 
of roses from the rocks. 

Above, out of a walled enclosure guarded at each 
end by towers like every media:val castle od the hills 
about Italian towns, rises a crenulated fortress. Al 
the open window of the magnificent central tower is 
seen Chastity, veiled and in prayer as if unconscious of 
the scene below, her vigilance typified by the bell 
o'erhcad. She appears lo be reading, by the light of 
a taper, from the open book held before her by an 
angel, while another is bringing her the pilm of sanc- 
tity. They are no longer Giotto's bird-like creations, 
but stalely messengers with splendid human forma 
uplifted by outstretched wings iheir garmenia brought 
into long curved lines by the rapidity of their flight. 

Obediincc- — Under an open Jaggia aits the winged 
figure of Obedience in the habit of a franciscan, 
holding his linger to his lips as he places a wooden 
yoke (symbol of obedience) upon the neck of a 
kneeling friar. Prudence, with double face, holding 
a glass mirror and a compass, and Humility, with her 
lighted taper to illumine the path to paradise, are 
seated on either side, perhaps to show that he who 
imposes obedience upon others must be prudent and 
humble himself. An angel upon the right is pointing 
these virtues out to a centaur (symbolizing pride, envy 
and avarice), who, thrown back upon his haunches 
by a ray of light from the mirror of Prudence, is 
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thus slopped from tempting away ihe young novice 
kneeling on the opposite side, encouraged in his act 
of renunciation by the angel who holds him firmly by 
the wrist. Two divine hands appear from the cloudi 
above and are holding St. Francis hy his yoke, while J 
two angels unroll the rules of hie order. I 

The Glory of St. Franas.— The throng of fair- 
haired angels, seem, as they move towards the throne 
of the saint and press around it, to be intoning a hymn 
of perpetual praise and jubilation. Their figures, 
against the doll gold background, ate seen white and 
strong, with here and there a touch of mauve or pale 
blue in their garments bringing out more distinctly the 
feeling of light and joyousness. The perpetual move- 
ment of the heavenly choir, some blowing long trumpets, 
others playing on flutes and tambourines, while many 1 
gaze upwards in silent prayer as they float upon the I 
clouds, contrasts strangely with the stiff and silent 
figure of St. Francis, who in his robe of gold and 
black brocade, a brilliant light behind him, looks like 
some marvellous eastern deity, recalling Dante's words 
of how he 



n Ihe world, a 
gesdoth: . . 



duly this 



In the dimness of the cave-like church built t 
tbe purpose of a tomb and keep men's ideas familial 
with the thought of death, these frescoes are glii 
into the heaven of the blest. Watch them i 
hours of the day and there will be some new wondciM 
to be noted, a face among the crowd which seems 1 
fairer than the rest, or, as the sunshine moves acrosS) ] 
a flash of colours in an angel's wing like the sudden 1 
coming of a rainbow in a cloudy sky. And who shall i 
forget the strange play of fancy as the candle light, I 
during an afterooon aervice, mingles with the KrOD^J 
i8* 
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sunshine upon the white figures of saints and the 
whiter figure of the Lady Poverty, who appear to 
move towards us from amidst a blaze of golden 
clouds, until gradually as the evening doses in and 
.he candies go out one by one, they are set once more 
n the shadow of their backgrounds like so many 
images of snow. 

La Capclla del Sacramento, or the Chape! of St. Nicholas. 
— Giotto left one scholar at Assisi whose work it is 
easy to discover, but who, as far as name and person- 
ality .tre concerned, is unknown, and shares in the 
general mystery which surrounds both the builders 
and painters of San Francesco. All we know is chat 
he followed his master's style and great laws of com- 
position even more closely than Taddeo Gaddi, and 
that he possessed much charm and originality. By the 
kind help of Mr Bernhard Berenson we have been able 
to group together some of the works of this interesting 
artist, who was evidently working at Assisi between 1300 
and 1310 when he executed the last nine frescoes of 
the Upper Church illustrating the death and the 
miracles of St. Francis, decorated the Capella del 
Sacramento in the Lower Church with the legend 
of St. Nicholas, and painted a fine Crucifixion in the 
Confraternity of San Rufinuccio {see chap. x). There 
is a very delightful panel picture also by him in the 
corridor of the UiEzzi (No. 20 in the corridor), 
with eight small scenes from the life of St. Cecilia. 
In a fresco over the arch on the inside of the 
Capella del Sacramento are portraits of the donors 
of the chapel. Cardinal Napoleone Orsini, who ia 
being presented to Christ by St. Francis, and his 
younger brother GioTanni (below him is written 
Dns Jons Gaetanus frater ejus), presented by St. 
Nicholas. It helps to date the decoration of die 
chapel, for we know that Giovanni Orsini received 
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the cardinal's hat in 1316, while here he is rcpre- 
ECDted in the white dress of a deacon confirming 
the general opinioa that these frescoes must hare 
been painted before that date.' . 

St. Nicholas of Mjra, generally known as St. I 
Nicholas of Bari, both during his life and after his ' 
death was forever coming to the assistance of the 
oppressed ; he did not even object to be the patron 
eaint of drunkards and thievee, as well as of maiden 
virtue. He can easily be recognised in art by the 
three purses or goldeo balls which are always placed 
at his feet, in reference to the first kind action he 
performed when a wealthy young noble. This inci- 
dent is charmingly recorded in the chapel upon the 
right wall near the entrance. Three sleeping maidens 
are lying by their father's aide, and St. Nicholas, who 
has heard of their poverty, throws in three bags of gold 
as he passes by the open window. This charitable deed 
has made him a famous saini ; when Dante is in Purga- 
tory he hears the spirit of Hugh Capet recounting v; 
acts of virtuous poverty and generosity, among which 

" . . . it spake the gift 
Of Nicholas, which on the maidens he 
Bounteous bestatr'd, id save their youthful prime 
Unblemith'd. . . ." 

Below (the picture immediately beneath is enti 
obliterated) is a very beautiful composition, recai 
the same artist's treatment of St, Clare and her nun 
the Upper Church. In front of a Gothic chape 
white and black marble stands St. Nicholas, betu 
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two placid and portly friars, listening to the petition of 
a despairing father who implores his protection for hie 
three sons, unjustly condemned to death by a wicked 
consul. The figures of the prisoners, with haketB round 
their necks, followed by sympathising friends, are full of 
movement aod life ; St. Nicholas is particularly charm- 
ing, dressed in his episcopal robes, slightly bending for- 
ward and listening attentively to the doleful tale.i 

The legend is continued upon the opposite side, 
where he arrives just in time to save the youths. The 
figure of the kneeling victim expecting the blow every 
moment to fall upon his neck ami the majestic attitude 
of the eaint in the act of seizing the sword, are finely 
rendered, but Giotto would hardly have approved of 
the complicated building decked with much super* 
IluDUH decoration which is supposed to represent the 
city gate. 

The fresco below relates a Tision of the Emperor 
Constantine who had ordered his three generals, un- 
jusdy accused of treason, to be put to death. St, 
Nicholas appears and commands him to release the 
prisoners, who are in a wooden cage by the bed. 

High up in the lunette of this wall is an interesting 
fresco referring to a humorous incident of one of the 
saint's miracles. It appears that a Jew, hearing that 
St. Nicholas gave special ]irotecti-on to property, placed 
a statue of him in his house ; but it must be remem- 
bered that St. Nicholas was also the patron of thieves, 
and one day ail the Jew's passessions disappeared. 
Enraged by the failure of his plan he administered a 
sound thrashing to the st.ilue, which stands in a beauti- 
ful niche with spiral columns, behaving much in the 
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rw to deeply offended that be a ppe a red 
in a Tuion u> the tbiere*, who kjodly restored tbe 
goodi of ihe irate Jew. There are dim reiaaim of 
fretcoes od thit wall, but it ii impOEsible to make out 
what they repteseDt, Other wonderiiil miracles are 
related upon the oppotite side, beginiiing high up in the 
lunette, where, with wme difficulty, we distiDgni&becl 
St. Nichobi restotiag a child to life who has been 
taken from his parents and killed by evil spirits. Below 
it a BCtae in a bacquetiing hall, where a king, seated at 
table, takes a goblet of wine from the hand of a daie 
boy. St. Nicholas, in full episcopals, peifomu one of 
his many xtial Sights, lays his hand upon the boy's 
head and carries him back to hia parents. In the 
scene beneath St. Nicholas ia restoring to his people 
another youth, who, it eeeras, was nearly drowned 
while tilling a goblet with water far the altar of 
St. Nicholas ; or it may be the continuation of the 
preceding legend, and show the home-coming of the 
captive boy from the king's palace. It is one of the 
most charmingly rendered of the aeries ; the im- 
petuous action of the mother rising with outstretched 
arms to welcome her son, and the calm dignity of the 
father's embrace, are almost worthy of Giotto himself. 
A small dog bounds forward to add his welcome to 
the others, while St. Nicholas surveys the scene with 
great gravity, every line of hia figure denoting dignity, 
power and repose. 

On one aide of the arched entrance to the chapel 
is a fresco of St. Mary Magdalen, on the opposite 
aide is St. John the Biiptist, and in the vaulting of the 
arch, on the right, are St. Anthony of Padua with 
St. Francis j St. AJbino with St. George ; St. Agnei 
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holding a lamb, perhaps the most graceFuI of the 
figuree, with St. Cecilia crowned with rosea. Opposite 
are St. Rufino and St. Nicholas holding a book; St. 
Sabino and St. Vittorino, both Asaisan martyra i and 
St. Claire with St. Catherine of Alexandria. But the 
quality of this aitist will be only half realised if the 
single figures of the apostles on the walls below the 
acenes from the life of Nicholas are overlooked. 
Very grave and reposeful they lend an air of great 
solemnity to the chapel, and as Messrs. Crowe andCaval- 
caselle remark, they are " after those of Giotto in the 
Ciborium of Rome, the most admirable that were 
produced in the early times of the revival. , . ." 

It is as difficult to explain why the Chapel of St, 
Nicholas possesses so much charm, as it is to under- 
stand why people seldom spend more than sufficient 
time to read the few lines in their guide-book about 
it and verify for themselves that the frescoes arc there ; 
but perhaps when some fifty frescoes by Giotto have 
to be realised in about an hour, which is the time 
usually devoted to them by the visitor to AsMsi, it is 
not surprising that Giotto's follower, the closest and 
the best he ever had, should be neglected. 

The stained glass windows, remarkable rather for 
their harmony than for their depth of tone, belong also 
to the early part of the fourteenth, century, and are deco- 
rated with the Orsini arms. On the left side of the 
central window is a charming design of St. Francis in 
a rose-coloured mantle, recommending to Christ the 
young Giovanni Gaetano Orsini, who is said to be 
buried in the chape!. His monument behind the altar, 
erected soon after his death in 1347, is, according to 
Vaaari, the work of Agostino da Siena, a pupil of 
Giovanni Pisano. Very calm and youthful -loo king 
the Cardinal lies at full length in long folded robes 
while two angels guard his slumbers. 

i8g 
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Thereisyet another treasare in St. Nicholas' Chapeln 
a lovely picture on pace! of the Virgin and saints (tathwr 
difficult to see as it is against the light over the altar), 
by a SieneGe srtist who posteascG some of Simone Mar- 
tini's talent of depicting ethereal and serene MadonnaG. 

The Cht^cl of Si. Maria jWfl(/<ii/«,i.— According to 
a legend given by Padre Angeli the chapel was built 
and consecrated by St. Bonaventure while General of 
the franciscan order towards the end of the thirteenth 
century. The three frescoes on the left wall certainly 
belong to Giotto's time, and if not actually painted by 
him they appear to be from his designs, and not merely 
copies of the Paduan frescoes which they resemble. 
Above the frescoes of the Raising of Lazarus and the 
Anointing of Christ's feet is the Communion of the 
Magdalen, rendered with such simplicity yet with so 
much religious feeling and solemnity that we realise 
it is indeed the last communion of the saint on earth, 
The attitude of the priest, the splendid drapery of the 
man in orange-coloured garments, and the way in which 
the figure of the saint being carried by angels to heaven 
completes the composition, bear unmistakably the im- 
press of Giotto's style before the Paduan period 

(,206). 

The " Noli mi Tangere " upon the opposite wall may 
also have been designed by him, but the type of the 
&ces are heavier than his, and the angels are no longer 
swift spirits of the heavens ending in Hame and cloud. 

The painter, as if wishing to remind the faithHil of 
the new life symbolised in the resurrection of Christ, 
has covered the rocka and ground with (lowering rose- 
bushes and exquisitely designed tufts of ferns and leaves. 

The story of the Prince and Princess of Marseilles is 
a favourite subject with the Giottesque school. The 
legend tells that when Mary Magdalen arrived at Mar- 
seilles with Lazarus and Martha, she met a prince and 
190 
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his wife who were praying Co th« gods for a son, and 
she persuaded them to pray instead to the God of the 
Christians. Their desire was granted, and they were 
converted, but evidently being of a cautious turn of 
mind, they resolved to sail at once for Jerusalem and 
find out if St. Peter's leaching agreed with that of the 
Magdalen. On the way a terrible alorm aroae, and 
during the tempest the princess gave birth to a son, and 
died. The sailors insieted that her body must be thrown 
overboard or the storm, they said, would not abate ; at 
last the prince was forced to lay the body of his wife 
upon a rocky islaud in the midst of the ocean, and 
calling upon Mary Magdalen for help, he left the child 
wrapt in the cloak of its dead ntoiher by her side and 
continued the journey to the Hoiy Land. His visit 
to St. Peter ended in his complete conversion, and upon 
his return to France he stopped at the rocky island 
where he found his wife and son alive and well, thanks 
to the prayers of St, Mary Magdalen. They returned 
to Marseilles, the vessel being guided by angels, and 
the whole town became Christian. 

Above the arch facing the altar is a very charming 
fresco of the Magdalen standing at the entrance of 
a cave, her hair falling like a mantle of cloth of gold 
about her, lo receive the gift of a garment fi-om a 
charitable hermit who had heard of her life of austerity 
and privation among the mountains of Provence. 

The single figures of St. Clare, St. Mary 
Magdalen and St. Rufino, as well as the saims in 
the vaulting opposite the altar, no longer follow 
Giotto's designs and are far inferior to the other 
frescoes. Teobaldo Pontano, Bishop of A a si si be- 
tween 1314 and 13*91 is supposed to be the kneeling 
figure at the feet of St. Rufino as donor of the 
chapel. It is so unlikely Giotto should have re- 
peated his later Paduan designs in a feebler manner, 
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as seen here, or that a pupil should have slavishly 
coiiied them, that it seems more probable the chapel 
dates from the time of St, Bonaventure, when its 
decoration may have been begun by Giotto and com- 
pleted by Qome later Florentine follower called in 
by the bishop who desired to be buried here. The 
Pontano arms decorate the beautiful stained glass 
windows, which certainly date from the lirst half of 
the fourteenth century, and are the finest in the 
Lower Church with the excepiion of those in St. 
Martin's chapel. Each figure has a claim on our 
admiration, but especially lovely is the figure of the 
Magdalen whose hair falls to her feet in heavy waves 
of deepest gold. In the last division of the right 
window is the death of the saint, with the lions at 
her feet which are supposed to have dug her grave. 

The Chapel of St. ^nlonio Ji Pai/ot-a.— Built by the 
Assisan family of Lelli in the fourteenth century, it 
was once ornamented by Florentine frescoes of the 
same date which were destroyed whrn the roof fell 
in, and it has now nothing of interest save the windows. 
These contain some na'i've scenes from the life of St. 
Anthony ; among them may be noticed his preaching 
to the fish which raise their heads above the water 
to listen. 

ChaptlofSan Slefano.—TWis like the last, has only 
very decadent fresco*.'! by Adone Coui and is solely 
intcrearing for its windows (second half of fourteenth 
century), where below the symbols of the Evangelists 
are single figures of saints, among them King Louis 
and the royal Bishop of Toulouse. Cardinal Gentile 
di Montefiore, founder of the chapel of S. Martino, was 
also the donor of this one and is represented in the 
right window with his crest, a tree growing out of 
a blue mound against an orange background. 

The Chapel of St. Catherine, or Capella del Crocifitn, 
i9> 
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— This cliapel was built by order of Cardinal Albor- 
Boz luwards the end of the fourteenth century when 
on hte passage through Umbria to reconquer the 
reoelliouo cities for the Roman Pontiff. He conceived 
ai Aesisi so great a love for the memory of St. Francis 
thai he deaired to be buried there j but though his body 
was brought to Assisi from Viterbo where he died 
in [3671 it was afterwards carried to his bishopric 
at Toledo "at small expense," writes an economical 
chronicler, " upon men's shoulders " ; only a cardinal'» 
hat, suspended from the roof of the chapel, now 
remains to remind us of the warlike Spanish prelate. 
The frescoes here have been assigned to that mythical 
person BuifaJmaco, of whom Vasari relates such 
humorous tales. All we can say is that they belong 
to the second half of the fourceenth century and are 
not very pleasing scenes from the life and martyrdom 
of St. Catherine of'Alexandria, with a fresco of Car- 
dinal Albomoz receiving coneecration from a pope 
under the auspices of St. Francis. The windows are 
the hrEt things to shine out amidst the gloom as one 
enters the Lower Church. Especially attractive are 
the figures of St. Francis and St. Clare, their cloaks 
of the colour of a tea-rose, and of the other sainti 
in green and russet-brown standing in a frame of 
twisted ribbons tied in bows above their heads. Un- 
fortunately the glass has been repaired in some placet 
by careless modern workers and we see auch strange 
results as the large head of a bearded man upon the 
body of St. Catherine, high up in the left hand 
window. 

The Chapel of St. Atuhany the Abbat^ — About 1 367 
two monuments were erected in this chapel over the 
sepulchres of two murdered princes — Messer Fer- 

' The tabemade on the altar is the work of Giulio Danti, 
after a deiign by Galeaizo Alesii, both Penigians, in 1570. 
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S. Appoliaare by the citizens before theyfl 
o the kindly rule of the Cardinal. The I 
been built by a liberal Assisau geQCleman 
left money for its decoration ; but if 
paintings {Vaaari mentions aonie by Pace 



The Lower Church 

di Ficnza) nothing now remains but a rather feeble 
picture by a scholar of Pintaricchio. The white 
stooe monameDts, the white-washed walls and the 
total absence of colour gives an uncared-for look to 
ihie out-of-the way corner of the church. A much 
brighter spot is the old cemetery opening out of this 
chapel, which was built in the fourteenth century 
with the intention of adorning it with frescoes in 
imitation of the Campo Santo at Pisa. The double 
cloister seen against a backgroand of cypresses and 
firs, above which rises the northern side of the Basilica, 
form a pretty group of buildings, and can be belter 
enjoyed now than in former days, when the bones 
of Assisan nobles and fraaciscan friars were piled 
in the open galleries. 

The Basilica of Sao Francesco became the burial 
place, not only of some of the saint's immediate fol- 
lowers, but also of many distinguished personages. The 
large stone tomb at the end of the church is always 
pointed out as that of "Ecubii," Queen of Cyprus, 
who is said to have come to Aasisi in IZ29 to give 
thanks for having been cured of an illness by the inter- 
cession ofSt. Francis, when she gave the porphyry vase 
full of ultramarine which is still to be seen, though 
now empty of its precious contents. She is said to have 
died in 124O, and to have been buried in San Fran- 
cesco. But this " Ecuba " is a mysterious person not 
to be found in the history of her country, which has 
led some writers to say that It is lolanthe, the second 
wife of Frederick II, who lies here. It ia one of 
those tombs common in the time of Giovanni Pisani, 
but bearing only a faint resemblance to his master- 
piece in the Church of San Domenico in Perugia. 
" On one side," says Vasari, in surprise at the novelty 
of the style, "the Queen, seated upon a chair, placea 
he r right leg over the left in a singular and modern 
'9S 
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The tomb to the right was erected soon after 1479 
io memory of Niccolo Specchi, ao Asaisan physician 
of renowD attached Co the persona of Eugenius IV, and 
Niccolo V. 

Tomb of Si. Frioicit. — Although it had always been 
supposed chat St. Francis lay beneath the high altat, 
DO one knew precisely the spot where Elias had hidden 
him. In the last centuries many attempts were made 
10 find the tomb by driving galleries in evety direction 
into the bed of rock 00 which the Basilica stands;' 
but all failed, until more energetic measures were taken 
in 1818. And after fifty nights of hard work, conducted 
with the greatest secrecy (it would seem as though the 
spirit of Elias still presided over the workers), below 
the high altar, encaeed in blocks of travertine taken 
from the Roman wa.ll near the temple of MinerTa, and 
fitted together neatly as those of an Qtruecan wall, was 
found the sepulchral urn of St. Francis. It was evi- 
dently the same in which he had been laid in the 
Church of San Giorgio, untouched till that day. 
Round the skeleton were found various objects, 
placed, perhaps, by the Assisans, who in this seem 
to have followed the custom of their earliest ancestors, 
as offerings to the dead. There were several silver 

' How righL Eliat was to hide the body of St. Francis in to 
•ecore a place is shown by the larioui enjeavours made by the 
Perugiana to secure the holy relics for their town. In (be 
Gftei^oth century the; attempted, while at war with Aisiti, 
to carry oS the body by force, and failing, had recourse to 
diplomacy. They represented to Eugenius [V, that it would 
"' ■ " ' id begged him ... 
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coins, amongst them some of Lacca of 1181 and 
1208, and a Roman ring of the second century, with 
the figure of Pallas holding a Victory in her right 
hand engraved 00 a red cornelian. Five Umbrian 
bishops, four cardinals, numberlesa priests and :irchx- 
ologists visited the spot to verify the truth of the dis- 
covery, and finally published the tidings far and wide, 
which brought greater crowds than ever to ABsisi, and 
among them no less a personage than the Emperor 
Francis I, of Austria. Donations poured in for build- 
ing a chapel beneath the Lower Church round the 
saint's tomb, and in six months the work was com- 
pleted by Giuseppe Brizzi of Assisi. The citizens, 
in their ze^l, decorated it with marble altars and 
statues, until the tradition treasured by the people of 
a hidden chapel below the Basilica and rivalling it in 
richness was almost realised, and ihcy flocked down 
the dark staircases with lighted torches to witness the 
accomplishment of the legends weaved by their fore- 
fathers {see p. 136). It is a most impressive sight to 
attend mass here with the peasants in early morning 
ere they go forth to their work in the fields. Silently 
they kneel with bowed heads near the tomb, touching 
it now and again through the grati ng with their rosaries ; 
the acolytes move slowly about the altar and the voices 
of the priests are hushed, for here at least al! feel the 
solemnity of a religious rite. The candles burn dimly 
with a smoky flame, the sanctuary lamps cast a flicker- 
ing red light upon the marble pavement and the walls 
cut out of the living rock, and with the darkness which 
seems to press around is the damp smell, reminding us 
that we are indeed in the very bowels of the AssJsan 
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I artists to complete thnr 
loTelinesa by eliigies of calmly sweet Madonnas and 
saintB whose gentle beauty seemed rightly fitted ftx 
their Umbrian surrouudings. 

The first to come, probably very few years after 
Giotto had left, was Simons Martini, "the most lov- 
able," Mr Bereoson calls him, "of al! the artisti 
before the Renaissance," - He married GioMons 
Memnii, a Sienese, whose brother Lippo Memffl 
often helped him in minor works ; this may accouol 
for the confusion between the two, and why he is » 
often called by his brother-in-law's surname. One of 

" The donor of this chapel was Gentile de Montefloii, « 
frandican, aawi cardinal in 129S by Boniface VIII. 

■ Simone was born at Siena In 1283, and died at Avifpunb 
1 344, He belonged 10 the whrxA of Diiccjo, though iofloeBCtd 
to iome degree by hia contemporary Giotto, whose wotl W 
As>i^i he had fuU opportunity to study 
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the artist's claims to immortality, the highest, accord- 
ing to Vaeari who was not partial to the Sienese, wat 
the praise he won from Petrarch for the portraits he 
painted on more than one occasion of Madonna Laura. 
Siraone';! talents were sung by the " love-deTOted " 
Tuscan poet who calls him " mio Simon," and in one 
perfect sonnet telU how he must surely have been iri 
paradise and seen the loveliness of Madonna Laura, at 
he has drawn her features with such fidelity that all on 
earth must perforce acknowledge her beauty. 

The Chapel of St. Martin at Aseisi is filled with 
such faces as Petrarch describes. It posse&ses, too, all 
the varied colour of a garden, only a garden not in- 
habited by earthly mortals, but by gentle knights and 
fairy kings wearing wonderful crowns of beaten gold, 
with cherub's heads, flowers aod moons upon their 
surface, and women who hold their lilies with caresa- 
ing fingers. All gives way before his sense of the 
beautiful, the ornate and the charming, so that he 
creates a world apart of saints and angels with a feeling 
of remoteness about them which is one of the most 
striking features of his art. He loved all that was 
joyous ; he depicted no tragic scenes ; his saints have 
already won their crowns in heaven, his kings are con- 
querors, and around a death-bed the angels sing. He 
may sometimes fail as a story-teiler, and his composi- 
tions do not always give the same sense of perfection 
as those of other stronger artists, but his very faults are 
lovable, and all can be forgiven for the exquisite finish of 
his paintings, which, in their brilliant colouring, are like a 
piece of old embroidery where design and hues have 
been woven in by patient fingers. " To convey his 
feeling for beauty and grace and splendour," says Mr 
Berenson, "Simone possessed means more than suffi- 
cient. He was a master of colour as few have been 
before him or after him. He had a feeling for line 




IB hia legend of St, Martin, 
have fitted in the diffen 
could, thinking, as wae only right, 
of decoration than of the sequence of the story. 
two freecoee on the left wall refer to the welt-knowi 
act of charity, when St. Martin, a young Lombard 
soldier serving in the army of the Rmperor ConMan- 
tine in Gaul, met, on a bitter winter's day, a be^ar 
outside the gates of Amiena, and having nothing but 
the clothes he wore divided hia cloak with the i "" 
man. It is not one of Simone'a pleasing c 
tions ; far better is the next where Christ appears b 
the saint in a dream, wearing the cloak he had give 
in charity and saying to the angels who i 
him: " Know ye who hath thus arrayed mi 
servant Martin, though yet unbaptiaed, hath dootl 
this." The face of the young sail * 
and palely outlined against his gol 
he lies asleep, clafiping his throat j 
hand. With what patience has Sir 
open-work of the sheets, the pattern 
pane, the curtain about the bed; no detail has t 
passed over. And who can forget hia angels, t 
profile of one, the thick waving h^iir of another, ; 
the grand pose of the stnnding figure, a little behim 
Christ, whose head ia poised so statelily upon a 
moulded ntck. 

Exactly opposite are two scenes belonging ro t 
early times of the saint's life when he was yet iM 
soldier. In one the Emperor Constantin 

1 Ciitlr-i Italian Faiidiri <sftht Saahianu, B. Berenson, p, 47. ^ 
lOO 
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him his sword, while an attendant buckles on the 
epurs of knighthoods here also, as in most of the 
freacoefl, we pick out single figures to dwell on, such 
a« the youth with a falcon on his wrist, whose pro- 
file is clearly outlined yet tender, with that pale red- 
golden tinge over the face by which Simone always 
arkable for gr^ce and motioo is the 
the maDdolini^, with a sad dreamy 
to sway to the sounds of his own 
Dst comic is the player od the double 
ious headgear and tartan cloak. 
1 tie next scene is divided by a rocky ridge, beliipd 
which is seen the army of the Gauls, who, by the way, 
have Assisan lions on their shields. St. Martin, after 
refiising to accept his share of the donations to the 
soldiers, declares his intention of leaving tlie army to 
become a priest, and when accused of cowardice by 
the Emperor, he offers to go forth and meet the enemy 
without sword or shield. Simone pictjres him as he 
steps foLth upon the perilous enterpriee, holding the 
cross and pointing to the sky, as he refuses the helmet 
held out to him by the Emperor. Next day, says the 
legend, the Gauls laid down their arrns, having sub- 
mitted to the word of St. Martin who was then 
allowed to (juit the world for the religious life. 

On the opposite wall, above the apparition of Christ 
with the cloak, we see St. Martin no longer in soldier's 
garb, but as the holy Uishop of Tours. The saint has 
fallen into a reverie whiht saying mass, and in vain a 
priest tries to rouse him by laying a hand upon his 
shoulder for his eyes remain dosed, and the kneeling 
priest wails patiently with the book of the Gospels 
upon his knee. Simone never surpassed the dignity, 
the religious feeling, the quiet repose and ease expressed 
in the figure of St. Martin { while he has kept the 
scene as simple as one of Giotto's frescoes, thus 
203 
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miking it the raoit pctfect amoDg theie compoddtME. 
To the left ii a much ruined picture of the reetorsDon 
of 3 cbitd to life through the prayert of the saint, who 
wu preaching at Chanrei. Amoog a crowd of people 
one figure, with a Floreotine headgear such as Audita 
Ae\ Castagno painu, stands clearly out ; below a Email 
child can he discerned stretching out little hands to- 
wards the kneeling biihop. 

Above this again, almost too high to be clearly seen, 
is the death of .St, Hilary of Poitiers, at which St. 
Martin aisiitcd. One of the ntournerj has a mantle of 
iur(]uoise blue, a beautiful piece of colour like the sky 
seen through the arches of the Gothic windows. 

On the other wall, over the fresco where St. Martin 
receives knighthood, is recorded the legend of how 
" as he went to the church on a certain day, meeting 
a poor man naked, he gave him his inner robe, and 
covered himself as Iil- beat might with his cope. And 
the archdeacon, indignant, offering him a abort and 
narrow yestment, he received it humbly, and went up 
to celebrate mass. And a globe of fire a|)peared above 
his head, and when he elevated the host, his arms being 
exposed by the ehonoess of the sleeves, they were 
miraculously covered with chains of gold and silver, 
suspended on them by nngela."' 

The next picture, which Is very ruined, represents 
the viait of St. Martin to the Emperor Valentinian, 
who, because he had rudely kc;it his seat in his pre- 
sence, suddenly found it to be on lire, and, .is the 
legend says, " he burnt that part of his bndy upon 
which he lat, whereupon, being compelled to rise, 
contrite iind ashamed, he embraced Martin, and granted 
all thai he required of him." 

Above this is the death of Sc. Martin, with a grace- 
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fill flight of angela hovering over the biet aiogiog a* 
they prepare to carry his soul to heaven. Very fine ie 
the fresco in the lunette of the entrance, where Cardinal 
Gentile, in his franciscan habit, is kneeling before the 
eainc who bends forward to raise him from so bumble 
a position. But in the single figures of saints, io the 
arch of this chapel, standing like guardian dciLies within 
their Gothic niches, Simone rivals greater artists in 
grace and strange beauty. In honour of the franciscan 
donor the chief franciscan saints are depicted beside 
two others of uniTersal fame. St. Fr.incis and St, 
Anihooy of Padua, and below tliem St. Catherine of 
Alexandria and St. Mary Magdalen ; on the other 
side. Si. Louis, King of France and St. Louis, Bishop 
of Toulouse, and below ihem St. Clare and St. Elisa- 
beth of Hungary. Nowhere has St. Clare received 
so true an interpretation of her gentle sainlliness as in 
this painting by Simone, and he has surpassed his other 
works in the exquisite drawing of the hand which 
holds her habit to one side. It would seem as though 
in these saints he had attained th-e limits of his power 
of expressing types of pure beauty, were it not for the 
half figures in the embrasures of the window of such 
Unish and subtle charm as to haunt us like some strain 
of long remembered music. There is a bishop in a 
cope of creamy white with gold embroidery, a hermit 
with a long brown beard, and saints who calmly pray 
with cl;isped hands. The broad white band of pale 
shadowed fur is low enough to show the graceful line 
of the neck of the young saint in the left hand window, 
his hair tinged with pale red and his face so fair as to 
seem a shadow upon the wall, coining and going in the 
play of light. 

So enthralling is the study of the frescoes that it is 
possible to leave the chapel without noticing the stained- 
gUsa windows, perhaps the loveliest in the church 
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e may have been inspired by them, such" 
at the angels with aword and Bhield who resemble 
Simone's angels in the upper part of the fresco of 
St. Martin's death. Cardinal Gentile was in ail pro- 
bability the donor of these as well as of the chapel, for 
he is represented in the centra! window kneeling before 
St. Martin, who is in full episcopals. These windows 
are dazzling; there are warriors in red and green, 
saints standing against circles of cream-tinted leaves, 
St. Jerome in magenta -coloured vestments harmonising 
strangely with the crimBOn of his cardinal's hat ; and 
St. Anthony of Padua in violet shaded with paler 
lights as on the petals of a Florentine iris. A saint — 
in white is placed against a scarlet background, aDOther] 
in pale china blue against a sky of deep Madonna bliK_ 
and all these colours lie side by side like masses df| 
jewels of every shade. 

On leaving we find to the left of the papal throne ft'fl 
small chapel ornamented only by a window which It 
an apostle standing in a plain Gothic niche, the n 
red and tawny yellow of his mantle making a brillilj 
patch of colour in this dark corner of the churc 
The head Is modern, but the figure, the circular path 
beneath, and the right half of the window with fite — 
medallions, are, according to Herr Thode, the oldea^c 
pieces of coloured glass in the lower church. 

Just above the papal throne is a handsomely' 
worked ambo in red marble and mosaic, forming s». 
kind of pulpit from which many illustrious people 
have preached, among them St. Booaventure and St:. 
Bernardine ol Siena. In the recess a Fiorentlatf 
artist of the fourteenth century baa painted the 
Coronation of the Virgin, a fresco worthy of its 
beautiful setting ; and there is a crucifixion an 
zo6 
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sceoeB from the martyrdoiii of St. Stanislaug of Poland 
by a follower of Pieiro Lorenzctti, pupil of Simone 
Martini. St. Stanislaus waa canonised in 12^3 wheo 
Innoceiit IV, came to consecrate the Basilica, and 
upon this occision a miracle cook pkce which re- 
dounds to the honour of the saint. While Cardinal 
de CoDti (afterwards Alexander IV,) was preaching, 
one of the capitals of a pillar above the pulpit fell 
upon the head of a woman in the congregation, and 
chinking she was dead, as she had sunk down without 
a groan, her neighbours covered her over with a 
cloak " so as not to disturb the solemnity of the 
occaeion." But to their amazement when the sermon 
ended the woman rose up and. gave thanks to St. 
Stanislaus, for the blow, far from doing her harm, 
had cured her of headaches to which she had been 
Bubjecc. The legend would long since have been 
forgotten, were it not that the capital which fell on 
that memorable day is still suspended by chains in 
the opposite corner of the nave, and often puzzles the 
visitor who does not know its history. 

Below the pulpit is a slab of red marble let into 
the wall with these simple words inscribed : " Hie 
jacet Jacoba sancta nobilisque romana," by which the 
Assiaans commemorated the burial place of Madonna 
Giacoma da Settesoh the friend of St. Francis, who 
after his death lived at Aasisi and followed the rule 
of the Third order until she died in 1239 (see p. [ 14). 

Left Tranitpl. — To Pietro Lorenzetti was given 
the work of decorating these walls with scenes 
firom the Passion, and so far as completing the rich 
colour of the church be succeeded. But when studied 
as separate compositions they betray the weakness of 
an artist who, as Mr. Berenson remarks, " carries 
Duccio'a themes to the utmost pitch of frandc 
teeling." Great prominence is given to the subject 
207 
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of the crucifixion where the veherueot actioQS of tl 
figures rather than the nobility of the types are pn 
eminent. It rnay be of interest to some that d 
man on the white horse is said to be Gualderi, Ouk 
of Athens, the tyrant of FioreDCe, whose arms VataC 
says he discovered in the fresco which he describe 
as the work of Pietro Cavallini. 

A curious composition is that on the opposite wait 
where the disciples sit in awkward attitiides and thr 
servants in the kitchen are seen cleaning the ditbew 
while a dog hastily licks up the scraps. It would 
be difficult to know this represented a rt-ligious scene 
were it not for the large aureoles of the apostles 
Nor has Pietro succeeded in giving solemnity to tbe 1 
scene of the Stigmata, where the strained positioa 
of St. Francis and the agitated movement of the 
Seraph partake of the general characteristics of theie 
frescoes. But in his Madonna, St, Francis and St. John ■ 
the Evangehst, below the crucifixion, Pietro Lorea> J 
zetti gives his very best and their faces we remetnbtffl 
together with the saints of Simone Martini. Refer- " 
ring to this fresco M. Berenson says : " At Astisi, 
in a fresco by Pietro, of such relief and such enamel 
as to seem contrived of ivory and gold rather than 
painted, the Madonna holds b.ick heart-broken tears 
as she looks fixedly at her child, who, Babe thought- 
he is, addresses her earnestly ; but she remains un — 
consoled." ^ 

Chnpel of S. Giovanni BaltiitaJ^ — Another lovely- 
work by Pietro Lorenzetti is the triptych over th^ 
altar, the Madonna, St. Francis and St. John the 
Baptist, but here the action of the child leaning to— 
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wards the Virgin and holding the end of her Teil, 
ie more careseing and auggeative of babyhood.' Above 
are aniall heada of angeU like tlioae Pietro places in 
medallions round the frescoes in the south transept. 
This, and the panel picture over the altar in the 
opposite chapel, complete the works of the Sienese 
school in Assisi. The Umbrian school is represented 
by a large and unsympathetic picture by Lo Spagna 
(dated 1526), which is however considered by local 
admirers of the painter to be his masterpiece. It 
is a relief to turn from his yellow-eyed saints and 
hard colouring 10 the windows of this chapel which 
are remarkable for their liarmony and depth of tone.* 
The figurea of the central window date from the 
second half of the thirteenth century, those of the 
left window are at least two centuries later. 

The Sacriillcj.— These open out of St. Giovanni's 
Chape). Both are ornamented with handsomely carved 
cupboards of the sixteenth century where the friar* 
store their vestments and costly lace, and which once 
I were full of gold and silver vesacls amassed during 
many centuries. But often during mediaeval times 
of warfare the friars had to stand aside and see the 
sacristies sacked by the Perugians, or even the As- 
sisans, when they must have envied the peace of 
mind of the first franciscans who, possessing nothing, 
could have no fear of robbers.* 

■ It is curloui that the early Umbrian painters had eo little 
ihare in the decoration of the fran*iscan Basilica, the only- 
other picture oF the school ia ihe one in the Chapel of St. 
Anthony the Abbot, and a freico byiooie scholar of Ottiviano 
Nelii on the wall near the entrance of the Lower Church. 

» Not only had the friari to guard their own thingi, but also 
the vase treaaurea of the Popes who, especially during their so- 
journ at Avignon, found San Francesco a conienient slore- 
houie. See on p. 10 for the story of how these goods were 
stolen by the citizens and the penalty this brought upon the 

o 209 



7 be Story of AssUi 



to 1 



Devoted aa the citizens were to the memory 
St. Fraifcia they do Dot seem to have hesitated, whcs^l 
in want of money, to help themselves liberally 
the things in his church. At one time when the 
Baglioni were besieging Assisi, her despot Jacopo 
Fiumi gathered the citizens about him, and in in 
eloquent harangue called upon them to rob the church 
at once before the enemy had entered the gates, leK J 
the treasure should fall into the hands of the Peru- 1 
gians. So the sacristies were rifled, and with the . 
proceed B Jacopo Fiumi rebuilt the walls and the 
palaces which had fallen to ruin during the inceasaot 
fighting of past years. The next plunderers were 
the soldiers of Napoleon, and it is a marvel that so 
many things still remain. A cupboard in the inoet 
sacristy contains a beautiful cross of rock-crystal or- 
namented with miniatures in blue enamel brought by 
St. Bonaventure as a gift from St. Louis of Franccj 
there is also the second rule of St. Francis which 
was sanctioned by Honorius III. Even more precioiM 
is a small and crumpled piece of parchment, with i > 
blessing written in the big child-like writing of St 
Francis, which he gave to Brother Leo at La Vemia 
after he had received the Stigmata. On one side he 
wrote part of the Laudea Creatorie, upon the other the 
Inblical blessing : 

" BinidUal liii Dcmmai ct cuilediia It : 
OilenJal facinn mam llbi rt milcnaliir la! : 
Cmnnrtal vvliun mam ad It it di tiii fiatim " : 



Instead of the Latin, the saint signs with the Than 
cross, which is of the shape of the medieval gallows, 
and may have been yet another way of showing his 



The Sienese Masters 

humility by humbling himself even to the level of 
maleiactors. Many pagei have been written about 
thia relic ; the line by Brother Leo in explaaatioD 
below the signature of St. Francis : 

hae puzzled many people, but in a pamphlet by Mr 
Montgomery Carmichael ' it ha^ received a plausible 
tranglation. He thinks that cum capite refers to the 
small knob at the top of the Thau, by which St. 
Francis meant to represent a malefactor's head j the 
line would read thus: "in like manner with his own 
hand he made a cross with a head," and not "with 
his own head," as some believe. Mr Carmichael 
thinks the curious mound out of which the cross 
rises is a rough drawing of La Vernia. Above the 
benediction, in neatly formed letters, Brother Leo has 
written a short account of the sojourn at the Sacred 
Mount and of the Vision of the Seraph. This relic 
■ ■ 9 of the convent 
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since .348, 


and is always carried 
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ment of the feast of the 



' Perdono " on 
Julys.... 

Almost more honoured by the faithful is the " Sacred 
Veil of the moat Holy Virgin," -which can only be ex- 
posed to the public in the presence of the Bishop of 
Asaisi, and is shown in times of pilgrimage when the 
sacristy and church are full of men and women waiung 
for their turn to kiss the holy relic. 

The picture over the door, painted by Giunta 
Pisaoo (?) is always pointed out as a portrait of St. 
Francis, but as the painter's first visit to Asaisi was 
in 1230 he can only have seen the body of the 
saint borne to its last resting-place in the Basilica, 
and even that is doubtful when we remember with 
' La BaaSilntc ^ San FraHantB, Livomo, 1900. 
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what secrecy the burial was perftrmed. Here the 
&ce U pointed and emaciated, with a curious look 
in the eyei at though Giuota had desired to record 
hit hliadoeu. The figure tt mrrounded by small 
i from the miracles of St. Francis, pcrfonned 
during hii lifetime and at his tomb in San Giorgio. 
But though in the ao-called portraits of the saint, 
the artists think more of representing him as the 
symbol of aceucism and sanctity than of aiming al 
giving a true likeness, both this picture and a Fresco 
painted in 1216 at Subiaco when the saint stayed 
there on his way to Spain, are not very dissioular 
from the graphic description left us by Celano. He 
tells us that St. Francis "was rather below the middle 
stature with a small round head and a long pinched 
face, a full but narrow forehead and candid black 
eyes of medium eize, his hair likewise was black ; 
the brows were straight, the nose well-proportioned, 
thin and straight, the ears erect but small, and the 
temples flat) his speech was kindly, yet ardent and 
* ' 'e i his voice powerful, sweet, clear and sonor- 
ous ; his teeth were regular, white and set close i his 
lips thin and mobile, his beard was black and scant, 
hts neck thin, his shoulders square ; the arms were 
short, the hands small with long lingers and almond- 
ihaped nails, his legs were thin, his feet small, his skin 
delicate, and he was very thin. , . ." 

Right Tranicpt.^ — On the walls between the Chapels 
of the Sacramento and of St. Maria Maddalena, Simone 
Martini has left some of his loveliest work in the half 
figures of franciscan saints he places near the Madonna. 
These are St. Francis, St. Louis of Toulouse, St. 
Elizabeth of Hungary, Si. Clare clothed in the habit 
I So chapter vi. p. 171 for deicriplion of the frcKoei here, 
and of ihoae iboie l1ie allar. For Cimabue'i Madonna an the 
right wall of the Traniept aee chapter t. p. 1S5. 




> 



The Convent 

of her order, always to be recognised when painted 
by Simone by her heavy pklts of hair, St. Aothooy 
of Padua with the lily, St. Louis of France with a 
crown of Jicur~ic-lis, and upon the right of the 
Virgin, a roble saint who may he Helen the mother 
of King Louis, as she too holds a sceptre with the 
lily of France on the top. Never had saints so 
majestic a queen ae Simone's Madonna. The sub- 
dued greens and tawny reda of their mantles and 
their auburn hair look most beautiful against the gold 
ground which shines with dull light about them. 
Each of their aureoles bears a dilferent pattern in 
raised gcua ; a garland of Sowers, a circle of human 
heads, suns, a tracery of roses and ivy, or yet again 
another of oak leaves. After Giotto's Allegories and 
the frescoes in San Martino, these saints are by far the 
loveliest things in San Francesco, and as they look 
towards us, ethereal, like a faint moon on a misty 
night, they seem the very incarnation of medifeval 
futh. Dante created women such as Matilda, who 
sings to him in Purgatory as she is picking flowers on 
a woodland river's edge, and Simone paints them and 
conveys their spirit in the faces of St. Clare and St. 
Elizabeth. 

The Convent 

It is natural to think that the Basilica and Convent 
built under the guidance of Elias was as we see it 
now in its full magnificence of chapels, porch, colon- 
nades and cloisters. Certainly the essential form of the 
building has not been altered, but in the early days it 
stood isolated from the town, surrounded by such rocki 
as jut out among the grass in the ravine outside Porta 
S. Pietro, and approached by a drawbridge which 
made it resemble, even more than it does now, a 
~ 2IS 
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feudal nronghold guarding the Un^rian valley. Later 
on, as the life of ibe place centred ever more rooDil 
the church of the saint, the citizens no longH- built 
their bouses near San RuGdo or below the castle, but 
cloK to SaD Francesco, until a second town sprang 
up where once were only rough mountain pastures. 
It b still possible to form an idea of how it looked by 
fbllowiog round the base of the hill by ihe Tesdo, 
whence a wonderfiil and unique view of the north- 
ern side of chatch and convent is obtained (see 
Appendix). Assisi lies hidden, and standing high 
above us, shutting out the view of the valley, is San 
Francesco ; not the building with great arches we are 
familiar with, rising high above the vineyards, but a 
castle, seen clearly defined and strong against the sky, 
whoie bastions clasp the hill top as powerfully as a 
good rider bestrides his horse. Oak copses cover the 
slopes from the convent wall straight dowo to the 
banks of the Tescio, where little mills are set above 
deep pools of emerald gieen water and narrow canals 
fringed by poplar trees. The minute detail of cbe 
landscape io this deep ravine gives a curious feeling 
that we are walking in the background of one of Pier 
della Francesca's pictures- — even to the distant view 
of low-lying hills where the torrent makes the sudden 
bend round the mountain edge; and the contrast is 
strange between it and the fortress- church upon the 
dark hill, where deep shadows lie across it and 
lurk within the crannies of its traceries in the bay 
windows of the cha.pels and in the depths of 
jutting stones. Such was the massive building 
■■ Jacopo " planned to stand upon the mountain ridge, 
as much a part of the rocks and the red earth as the 
cypresses which crown the summit. And in the midst, 
but on the southern side, he placed, as if to balance the 
rest, a square and boldly conceived bell-towei rising 
Ji6 
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high above the church.' At the time it waa the wonder 
of the Assisana, who boasted that for beauty as well as 
for solidity ii couid be counted amoDg the first, not in 
Italy only, but in Europe. Dartolomeo of Fiaa, came 
to cast one of the big belle, and together with hii 
own name he inscribed those of Elias, Gregory IX, 
and Frederick II. On another bell, which has been 
recast, was graven a delightful couplet informing the 
faithful of the many services which consecrated bronze 
could render to the country round. 

" Sahbatha pango, funera plango, fulggra frango : 
Excilo lentoe, domo cruentos, dissipo vcnios." 

("I ring in Sunday, 1 lament for the dead, the lightning 
I break, 

I hurry cbe iluggards, 1 vanqaish the wicked, the wludi 

To the lime of Elias also belongs the fine entrance 
to the Upper Church, where the Guelph lion and the 
eagle of Frederick II, record the liberality of both 
parties towards the building of the church, while the 
four animals round the wheel window seem to show 
that " Jacopo," notwithstanding his marked love for 
pure Gothic architecture, could not quite forget the 
strange but fascinating beasts of Lombard fagades. 

One friar in the fifteenth century inherited some of 
the enthusiasm of Elias for the basilica ; this waa 
Francesco Nani, the General of the franciscaoi, 
known as Francesco Sansone because hia patron, 
Sixtus IV, is said to have addi'essed him with these 
words in allusion to his energy and strength of char- 

of a watch-to-J 

Sassoferrato, as a lure place of refuge whec 

Orange entered Asaiai with hit Tictorioua army. From iti 

heighti he kept his enemy at bay for three days, and finally 

eiesped to Spello leaving the cit; a prey to another deipot. 



I da 




flight of stairs. 




The Story of Assist H 

IS Samson." His name u ^| 
stalls of the Upper Church, ^| 
itended the laying out of the ^| 
vith the lower one by a long ^| 
also ha?e been at thia time ^| 
that the loggie of San ^| 
Francesco were built for ™ 



acter, " Tu es fortissinius S; 

found upon the beautiful stalls of the Upper Church, 
and it waa he who superintended the laying out of the 
upper piazza, connected with the lower one by a long 



may also ha¥e been at this 

that the loggie of San 
~ built for 

the purpose of erecting 
booths during the festival 
of the "Pardon of St. 
Francis." Certainly it J 

pease chat Baccio Pintelli J 
{1478) built the hand-, 
some entrance door and 1 
porch to the Lower I 
Church, which in olden f 
times was entei'ed by a I 
small door cloi« to the J 
campanile. The architect 1 
fitted his work admirably 'I 
into a corner of the 1 
bjilding, completing with I 
clustered columns of pinlc. I 
marble, wlieel window, 
trefoiled arches and stone 
traceries, the scheme of 1 
colour and the perfect I 
proportions for which San j 
Francesco is so remark- 
able. The doors of carved wood, darkened now I 
and of such massive workmanship as to resemble ] 
bronze, were made in 1 546 by Niccolo da Gubbio, 
who has carefully commemorated the legend of St. 
Francis and the wolf of Gubbio in one of the 
panels to the left. Sansone also commissioned the 
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doorway of what U dow the entrance to the friars' 
conTent a year after the porch wag finished, then it 
was only a small chapel, built by the members of the 
Third order when St, Dernardioe of Siena reTived 
the religious enthusiasm of the |>eople. The Aasisan 
artist placed a baa-rclicf of the taint in the arch 
above the door, and it is stUI called "la porta di 
San Bernardino." 

None should leave Assisi, not even those who only 
hurry over for the day, without vieiting the convent, 
which recalls an eastern building from the whitenesa of 
its great vaulted rooms, long torridors and arcaded court- 
yards when seen against the bluest of summer akies.^ 
Then from the cool and spacious convent, a place to 
linger in upon a hut day in AuguEt, we step out into 
the open colonnnde which skirts the building to the 
south, makes a sharp turn west, and then juta out at 
the end, facing south again. This last portion was 
added by Cardinal Albornoz in 1368, and goes by 
the name of the Cakio. But two centuries later the 
foundations were found to he insecure, and Sixtus IV, 
strengthened it by a bastion, which looks solid enough 
to resist even the havoc of an earthquake. The Pope 
was a great benefactor of the convent, and the friars 
placed his statue in a niche in the bastion, where he 
sita, his hand raised in benedictioD, on a papal throne 
overlooking the valley. From the rounded arches of 
rough stone, turned by storm and sunshine to ruaset- 
red, pink and yellow, we look out upon one of the 
most beautiful and extensive views in Umbria. To the 
right is Perugia standing out almost aggressively on 
the hill top i opposite, on a separate spur which divides 
the valley of Spoleto from that of the Tiber, Bettona 
and Montefalco hang upon peaks hke the nests of birds 
in trees, and beyond are Spoleto, Trevi and Narni, 

' Open to visitors at two o'clock. 
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Umb an wo Id 1 cb befo e us f om the convent of San 
F jDcesco 

Many wea y people bee dea the popes came to rei 
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here in early times, and one medieval warrior, Count 
Guido of Montcfeltro, the great leader of the Ghibel- 
lines, laid down his arms and left his caalle at Urbino 
in the year 1 296, to pass his Ust daya as a friar doing 
penance within the peaceful shelter of San Francesco 
for a long life of intrigue and bloodshed. He prayed 
by day, for at night they say he stood gazing out of 
his window, one of those we see above the walled 
orchard of the monks, watching the stars and attempt- 
ing to divine the mysteries and destinies he read there, 
exceeding even the superstition of the age by his faith 
in the laws of astrology. But his meditations and 
careful preparation for a holy death were suddenly dis- 
turbed, and he found himfielf once more plunged into 
the whirl of Italian politics and intrigue. War raged 
between Pope Boniface VIH, a Gaetani, and the 
powerful family of the Colonna who braved his ex- 
communications, and, when their Roman palaces were 
burnt, lied to their strongholds in the country. Many 
of these fell into the hands of the papal troops, but 
:ir principal fief, resisted all attacks and 
nearly defeated when, remembering the 
unt Guido known to be "more cunning 
n of his time, masterly alike in war and 
B diplomacy," he hastened to ask his counsel. The 
story is recounted by Dante, who could not forgive the 
Ghibelline chieftain for coming to the assistance of the 
Pope. 

Boniface, seeking to silence the scruples of the friar, 
promised to absolve him from all sin, even before com- 
mittal, if only he would tell him how to act so " that 
Peneatrino cumber earth no more." Guido, whose 
subtlety had not deserted him in the cloister, gave an 
answer which, while it ensured success to the papal 
arms, stamped htm as a man of such deceit and treachery 
that Dante placed him in the eighth gulf of hell, among 
~ 213 
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' Large fnmite with 

'SaH mix thee ttioniph in ttif loftr k 

Bewle* Count Guido and tbe popei who, 
the Urge and aiiy room of the coDreat a convenieBt 
wmnier retort, were coostacit 
can ihow a fine list of royil vintore. AiDoog tbeiB 
w the Queen of Sweden who, in i6;5, 
by Papal Nuncioc, foreign ambassadors and caralrjir 
to pray at the tomb of St. Francis. The AannM 
lent out their hest carriages with horses ridden bf. 
poniliionB to meet her, adorned their palace* wiw 
flag* and damatk hangings, and rang all the 
u she approached the Basilica. " The Que 
called ChriRtina," a chronicler teUs us) "she ia aged 
twenty>nine, is very learned, being able to write 
eleven languages; she is small but very comely. . 
One hundred and lifty beds were prepared in I 
convent and beautiful it was 
and the pages of the nobles. 

It strikes the visitor to Assiei as strange that the, 
hiack-robed friars in charge of the B; 
unlike the franciscans with whom 
familiar, and it may be well to give a few feet* 
relating to the many diviaiona in the Order which, 
an we have seen, began already to change in the time 
of Etias, In 15 17 a portion of the brethren 
siring a mitigation of their rule, obtained from Li 
a dispensation and received the title of Friars Miaof 

' Cary'i tranilation. DRnle, Tn/crmi, canto xxtU. 
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those of 



■ of the Obser- 



Conveotuals with the peimisBion to choose their own 
Miniater General. Their dreaa ia shown 
illustration. Those who kept to 
approaching to that of St. Fr 
Sta. Maria degli Angeli, the 
Damiano, were called Friara A 
vance, or Observants, and take precedence 
others, enjoying the privilege of electing the 
General of the whole order of the Fri 
and successor of St, Francis." In 1528, Matteo 
Baschi, an observant, instituted a new branch called 
the Capucins, because of their long poi 
whom he inspired with the desire to lead a hermit'i 
life in solitary places, preaching to the people but once 
in the year. They have deserted their hermitagei 
and are a very popular order in Italy, devoting them- 
I especially to preaching and hearing confessions, 



and form quite 

Basilica at * 

tunls, as af 

a national 

possession of the conv< 

leaying only a smallportii 

friars to inhabit. They 

fconounced the convent 
loly See which had nei 



nger belongs to the Conven- 

of Italy it was declared to be 

The Government also took 

ent as a school for boyi 

ion for the reduced number of 

mt to law, and the judge 

) be the property of the 

ceased to exercise juris- 

ivisu was made that the 

present quarters until the 

should erect a suitable 



school was to rem 
Pope or the fr 

building for it in another part of the 
much money is required for so large an edifice and 
sites are not so easily procured, it seems probable that 
for many years the sound of boys at play will be 
heard in the convent walls instead of the slow foot- 
steps of silent friars. 
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Giotto s Legend of St. Francis /» th 
Upper Church 



T Church had felt his v 



pIOTTO in 1 

^"^ towards the full expreBBion of his genius ; 8_. 
ing so well in the fou.r Allegories that he was cho«eii 
to illustrate the life of St. Francia, withheld, as we 
have seen, from all former artists, while Cimabue wu 
to hear the poet's praise of his pupil, " Ora ha Giotto 
il grido," The task undertaken by the young painter, 
already a master at twenty-five, was almost auper- 
human, and certainly unique in the career of aay artist ; 
for whereas the pictorial treatment of the New Te«tt ~ 
ment hud been attempted by many during seveq 
centuries, Giotto was destined to invent fornis for ll 
whole fraociBcaD cycle with such perfection that i 
succeeding artist has varied his formula, 
wonderful achievenieot, and the noble 
accomplishment proved him to be, as Mr Roger Fgi 
expresses it, "the supreme epic painter of the world." J 

If St. Francis was fortunate in having hia life relatol 
by so admirable a story-teller, Giotto also owed si 
thing to the early chroniclers who seeing, perhaps u 
consciously, the extraordinary poetry and the dntmadB 
Incidents in the saint's career, had faithfully records 
them in simple and beautiful language. So &r t' 
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work was ready for Giotto, even the exact scenes were 
choaen for him to illustrate, but the problem bow to 
unfold and make them familiar to the faithfiil by simple 
means, and yet not to lose the dignity and charm of 
the theme, remained for him to solve ; and the repre- 
sentation, by a few (iguree, of a whole dntmatic incident 
in so vivid a manner could only have succeeded in the 
hands of a great master of the fourteenth century. It 
is nearly certain that Gialto used St. Bonaventure's 
Lye of St. Francii, finished in (ifij and founded, 
with but few additions, upon T/ie Three Com- 
panions and Celano's first and second Life of Si. 
Francit. Though written with a certain charm of 
style and though it lacks the ring of those early 
pages, in which Si. Francis becomes known to us in 
such a way that we forget he lived seven hundred years 
ago ; and although the various incidents of his life are 
presented like so many bcautifiil pictures, there is the 
feeling always that St. Bonaventure was writing about 
a saint already honoured upon earth and in heaven, 
and not of the man whom all loved as the " Poverello 
d'Asaisi." But this legend served Giotto's purpose j 
and a knowledge of the words he followed being ne- 
cessary in order to see where he simply kept to the 
franciscan legend, and where he penetrated the true 
spirit of the saint's life and its dramatic interest, we 
quote from it at some length, although many of the 
main facts have already been treated of in a preceding 
chapter. 1 

[. St. Francis honoured by ihe Siniplel'jn. — (We begin 
on the right wall by the High Aliar, and follow straight 

I Si. Bonaventure waa born [n ml at Bagnora in Unibria, 
and became General of the franciscan order. Dante, In 
canto xil. of the Pamdiiii, leave) him to sing the praises 
of St. Dominic, just as the dominican divine St. Thomai 
Aquioaa had related the story of St. Francis in the preceding 

aag 
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on to the opposite ode, the legend unfolding « in the 
pages of a book.) 

I tmiplicitir dwelt in tboae diji 
of knowlulge dirineljr infoaed, 
wnencTcr ne nice rraacii ia the it nrei, would take off hi) 
manile, and iptead ir upon the ground before him, declaring 
that he d!d lo because he wai a man warthf of oil hoDonr 
and rererence, who ihonld ahoitlj pecfonn great wotkf and 
DiarTelloDi deed). . . ."■ 

The bare facts are here narrated which Giotto doei 
not alter, but he puts such life into the scene that we 

feel he might have l«cn present when the simpleton cast 
himMlf at Francis' feet and astonished the Asstsaiis by 
his word.i. Attention is fixed upon the six people in 
the foreground. Two worthy citizens have just arrived 
in lime to see the cloalc being spread on the ground be- 
fore Francie, and to hear the prophetic words ; and ai 
they turn to each other, one pointing to the scene, the 
other raising his hand with a moTemenc of Eurprise, we 
seem to hear their carping criticisms upon the brilliant 
youth who, although he spent his time in singing and 
carousals, was one day to bring renown to their city. 
The young Francis, ever heedless of worldly comment, 
is stepping lightly on to the cloak, with a movement of 
surprise that he should receive such honour. All have 
the Florentine headgear, but the head of St. Francis ia 
covered by a small white cap fitting close behind the ears, 
just showing his hair in front, and we feel that Giotto 
would have left him BO, but the franciscans, ever to and fro 
in the church to see that the story was painted as they 
liked, insisted upon an aureole being added. Aa much 
glory for St. Francis they cried, as gold and money 
can give him. So Giotto, who disliked unnecessary 
decorations, was made to put an aureole above the white 
J Miti Lockhart's translation of St. Boof 
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cap, larger than any we have ever seen. But take awiay 
the halo and we should yet know which of the ligures 
is the saint, for he stands a little apart from his two 
noble frienda with ermine linetl cloaks who talk with 
hands clasped together, and is perhaps already wonder- 
ing about the destiny which awaits him and of which 
he was unaware, "for as yet he understood not the 
great purposes of God towards him," 

Bt'sides the human interest of the frescoes it is a 
delightful task to study the architecture in each scene, 
for here, in the Upper Church, Giotto has built a whole 
city of little pink houses with balconies, towers and 
turrets, of exquisite Gothic basilicas, of temples and 
gabled thrones. His priests sit within palaces full of 
lancet windows and pointed arches, the groined roofs, 
as in the Assisan Church, ablaze with myriads of stars. 
What love he had for dainty ornaments, simple, nay 
almost severe in outline, but perfectly finished j and he 
always likes to show the blue sky overhead, or at 
least peeping through one of the windows, making the 
marble seem more lustrous and creamy white. Would 
that aii Florence had been built by him. 

Z. St, Frandi giving kii eloak lo a poor Knighl. 



'■Going forth one i 



11 his wont, in apparel suited to 
ier of honour and courage, but 

< oiThig'new cfothei and gave 



None are there to witness the kind action of the 
young saint who, like another St. Martin, has dis- 
mounted Co give his mantle to the poor man in a ravine 
near a little town enclosed by walls, a church spire 
rising upon the opposite hill. Giotto must have been 
thinking of the small rock-set towns, with stunted 
trees growing outside their walls, in his Tuscan 
home in the Mugello when he painted this, instead 
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ak the Umbrian town, standing amid noeyardt a 
cornfields above an open valley with wiodnig tsk 
whose church he was decoiating. It is the fa 
□ne of the leriei in which the bndscape it an i| 
portant pan of the picture, in the others it ia a nl 
accessory. 

3- Thi V\mnofSt. Francis. 

•• On the following night, when he wa< uleep, the A 
mcny >hotml him a spacioui and beautiful palace ffled % 
ann> and mililarj ensigoi, all marked wiih the Cmu of CSi 
to make known to him that hii charitable deed doae lA 
poor soldier for the love of thp great King of heareti ■ho) 

It will be remembered that after this dream i 
Francis started to join the army of Walter 
Brienne, having wrongly interpreted the Tision, wU 
in reality symbolised tlie army he was eventually 
lead in the service of the Pope (see p. 44). T 
is, Tierhaps, the least euccessfol of the frescoes; p 
bsbly the subject did not appeal strongly to | 
painter (he only seems to have enjoyed iDrenB 
the colonnaded palace with its trefoil windows) 1 
also, as Mr Riiskin explains: "Giotto never n 
ceeded, to the end of his days, in representing a figi 
lying down, and at ease. It is one of the mi 
curious points in all his character. Just the thi 
which he could study from nature without the small 
hindrance, is the thing he never can paint ; wh 
subtleties of form and gesture, which depend 
solutely on their momentariness, and actions in wl 
no model can stay an instant, he seizes with in: 
ihle accuracy."^ 

4. St. Francii praying btfore the Ct 



I 
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the hoi; crou of the Lord, he heard with hii bodily eari a 
voice from the crucifix, which saiJ thrice to him : • tVaocii, 
go and build up Myhouse, which aa thou nc^at, is faiiing into 

Unfortunately this fresco ia mucli faded and Id 
parts peeled off; thie, combiDcd with the representa- 
tion of a ruined church, gives a curious effect of 
total destruction, as if an earthquake had passed over 
the land. The figure of the saint, just visible, and 
hia attitude of earnest prayer is very charming. 

5. Si. FrancU renounces iht tvor/il. 

" And now his father, . . . brought this ion, . . . before 
the Bishop of Assisl lo compel him lo renounce in hig handi 

the Bishop's presence, without a moment's delay, neither 
waiting for his father's demand nor uttering a word himself, 
he laid aside all hit clothes, and gave them hack to his 
father. . . . With martellous fervour he then turned ttt 
bis father, and spoke thus to him in the presence of all: 
■ Until this hour I have calltid thee my father on earth ; from 
henceforth, 1 may say confidently, my Father Who art in 



This, perhaps the 



interesting of Giotto's 



frescoes, can be compared with the one in Sta. Cro 
at Florence on the same subject, painted wheo time 
and labour had given greater strength to his genius. 
The Assisan scene ia treated with more simplicity, 
and, if lees perfect as 3 decorative scheme, possesses 
quite as much dramatic interest and vitality. A little 
block of pink houses on either side reminds us that 
we are outside the Bishop's palace in the Piazza S. 
Maria Maggiore, where the scene is said to have 
occurred. Of course all the Assisans have turned 
out to see how the quarrel between Bernardone and 
his son will end. They stand behind the irate father 
like a Greek chorus, while one, evidently a citizen 
of diatbction from his ermine lined cloak and tippet, 
Messer Fietro, who is throwiog back hia arm 
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ihti Child of heuvcn. It may lecm strange, at MrJ 

ftuakin truly obiervi-i, that Ki. Francis, one of whoi 
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Lady Poverty. 

" A dnmc, 10 whom noTic npencth pUaiure'i gate 
More than to Aeath, -wiji, 'galmr hln fither°i will, 
Hla ■tripling choice t and he did make her hit. 
Before the tplrilaal court, by nuptial bondB, 
And in hla ^ther'g night : Itotn day to day, 
Then loved her more deTouily.'" 

6. ThcdTramoJInnaci„t III. 

" He saw xn a dream «he Lateran Basilica, now falling 
into ruin, supporttd by the shoulders of a poor, deapited, 
and feeble man. ■ Truly,' ,^id he, ' this i« he who by hit 
work! and hii teaching »ligll .ustain the Church of Christ," " 

'w representations of this vision painted for 

' xi. Paroiliit, Gary's translation. 
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Dominican churches, the Lateran a always supported 
by the two great founders, Francis and Dominic, who, 
in their different waya, helped Innocent in his difficult 
task of reforming the Church. Giotto ahowa hU 
power and the advance art is maling under hia hand, io 
the figure of Sl Francis, who with body slightly bent 
back and one hand on his hip, seems to support the 
great weight, while his feet are so firmly planted that 
there is no uncomfortable feeling of strain and only a 
sense of strength and security. Two men are seated 
by the bedside of the Pope, one is asleep whila the other 
keeps watch, and in his slightly wearied attitude and 
the reposeful figure of the sleeper, Giotto's keen ob- 
servation of the ordinary incidents of every day life 
is very apparent. 

7. Innocent HI, lanctloat the Rule of Si. Francii, 

>' He was tilled with a great and ipeclal devotion and love 
for the BervanE of G«d. He granted all his pedtlODi, and 
promiaed to grant him still greater things. He approved 
the Rale, gave him a missloQ to preach penance, and granted 
to all the by brothers in the company of the aenaot uf God 

freely to preach the Word of God." 

Giotto, in his fresco, has to represent the most 
important event in the life of the saint — his arrival at 
the papa! court when he comes face to face with one 
of the greatest of the Roman Pontiffs ; and by the 
simplest possible means the scene is brought before us. 
Here are no crimson-robed cardinals, no gilded papal 
throne ; the bishops grouped behind Innocent are hardly 
noticed, or even the brethren who, with hands clasped 
as though in prayer, press closely to their leader like a 
flock of sheep round their shepherd. The eye is so fixed 
upon the two central figures, that all else fades away. 
Giotto lias seized the supreme moment when the Pope, 
having overcome his feat lest St, Francis should falter 
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in a liie- of poverty and prove to be only aDOthcf 
heretical leader of which Italy had already too maoy, 
ii, with kingly gesture, giving the Urabrian peniteat 
authority to preach throughout the land. St. Fianci^ 
holding out hii hand to receive his simple Rule, now 
bearing the papal seals, looks up with steady gaze ; he 
i( the most humble among men kneeling at tbe fe«t of 
Rome'i toTereign, but strong in lave, io faith and 
in knowledge of the righteousocsi of his misdoa. M. 
Paul Sabatier has beautifully illustrated the meaaing of 
Giotto when he writes ; " On pourrait croire que le 
pdntre avait trempe ses l^vres dans la coupe du Voyant 
Calabrais [^Joachim de Flo re J et cju'il a voula 
syroboliser dans I'atiitude de ces deux hommei ia ren- 
conire des reprtsentants de deus ages dc I'humaoit 
celui de la Loi ct celui de TAmour." 
8. Vuion t,flh, Friars at Rivo-Torlo. 



1 



<' Now while the bicthren abode in the place aforesaid, the' 
hdy man went on a certain SatnTilay into the city of Aidd, 
for he was to preach on tlte Sunday morning in the Cathedral 
Church. And being ihusabient in body from his children, and 
engaged in deiout prayer to God (as was hU cuJitom through' 
out the night), in a certain hut in the canon's garden, about 
midnight, whilat some of the brethren were asleep and otllen 
watching in prayer, a chariot of fire, of marvelloui gptendoor. 
was seen to enter the door, ani) thrice to pass hither and 
thither through the house ; . . . " 

to find much enjoyment 
.s as saints being carried 
dealing with this miracle 
representing the astonish- 
at Rim 
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in the portrayal of such 
aloft in fiery chariots, ar 
he dedicated all his pow 
ment of the brethren wtio witness tue via 
Torto. Two talk together and point to 
bang borne across the heavens by crimsoi 
hastens to awaken his companions who 
together in their hut like tired dogs asleep, 
■tarts from his slumbers to hear the wondr 
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Giotto's Legend of St. Francis 

g, Vision of Brother Pacifico. 

"This friar being in company with the holy man, entered 
with him into a certain deserted church, and there, as he irai 
praTing fervently he fell into an ecstacy, and amid many 
throDEB in heaven he saw one more gloriouB than all the reil, 
adorned with precious stones of most gloiious btjghcnesi. 
And marreUing at the lurpasaing brightness of that throne, 
he began anxiously to coo&ider within himself who should be 
found worthy to fill it. Then he heard a voice saying to 
him: 'This wa« the throne of one of the fallen angels, and 
now it Is reserved for the humble Francis,'" 

With what devotion St. Francis, his hands crossed 
upon his breast, prays upon the steps of the altar, 
while the friar behind is intent on asking questions 
about the marvellous thrones he sees poised above his 
head. Nothing can exceed the grace of the wide- 
winged angel floating down lo earth to record the 
humility oi Francis, his gannents slightly spread by 
his movement through the air, 

lO. St, Francii chaies the Devils aiuayfrom Arcv.%0. 

" In order to disperse these seditious powers of the air, he 
sent M his herald Brother Sylvester, a man simple as a dov^ 
saying to him : ■ Go to tiie gates of the city, and there in the 
Name of Almighty God comniand the demons by virtue of 
holy obedience, that without delay they depart from that 

The main facts of the legend are followed closely in 
this fresco, but St. Bonaventure does not tell us how 
the miracle was performed, while Giotto, undei^tand- 
ing [he soul of Francis, paints hitn kneeling outside the 
gates of Arezzo praying with inlense fervour for the 
salvadon of the city. His faith is bo strong that he 
does not even look up like Brother Syivesterj to see 
the demons flee away ; some springing from ofl^ the 
chimneys, others circling above the towers, their bat- 
like wings outspread. The figure of Brother Sylvester 
is very line, and the way he is lifting his tunic and 
239 
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stepping forward, as he stretches out one arm with a 
gesture of command towarda the demons, could not be 
rendered with more ease and truth. 

and Brother Illuminalut hcfa 



% 



Sulla.. 

"When thef had gone a little further, the;- met with iT^ 
band of Saracen a, irho, quickly (ailing upon them, like wolra ~ 
upon a flock of sbecp, cruelly seized and bound the )erTinU 
of God . . . having in many ways afflicted and oppreued 
them, they were , . , according to the holy man'i de- 
lire, brought into the presence of the Sultan. And being 
queitioned by that prince whence and for what purpose they 
had come ... the eerrani of Chrlut, being enlightened 
from on high, answered him thus : ' If thou and thy people 
will be converted to Chiiic 1 will willingly abide with thee. 
But if thou art doubtful whether or not to foraake the Uw. . 
□tMohamed for the faith ofChrist, command a great 6TCttJ 
be lighted, and I will go into it with thy prieats, that it OcB 
be known which faith should bt held to be the moit cerbM| 
and the most holy.' To whom the Sultan made aoiwer x'T^ 
ito not believe that any of my priests would he willing to 
expose himself to the lire or to endure any manner of torment 
In defence of his faith.' Then said the holy man : ' If [hoc 
" r thyself and thy people that thou wilt 
ip of Christ if I come forth unharmed. I 
i-ered thai 

of the people.' 

This subject, from its dramatic interest, appealed to 
Giotto, giving full scope to his powers, both as a story- 
teller, and as a painter with such genius for portray- 
ing dignity and nobility of character. The principal 
persons, the Sultan and St. Francis, are here clevly 
placed before ua aa Giotio wiahed ua to conceive them, 
and how correctly he realised their characters we learn 
from the chronicles of the time. " We saw," wrrtcs 
Jacques deVitry in one of his letters, " Brother Fraodi 
arrive, who is the founder of the Minorite Order; be 
was a simple man, without letters, but very loviAle 
and dear to God as well as to men. He came while 
240 
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Giolto's Legend of St. Francis 

the army of the Crusaders was under Damietta, and 
was much respected by all." This is indeed the man 
depicted by Giotto in the slight figure of tlie preacher 
Btaoding at the foot of the marble throne, so humble, 
yet full of that secret power which won even the 
Sultan's admiration. But though the story centres in 
St. Francis, the person Giotio wishes alt to notice is 
the Sultan, who, far from being an ignorant heathen 
to be conierted, conveys the idea of a most noble 
and kingly person, Malek Camel in short, known 
throughout the East as the "Perfect Prince." HlB 
mollahs had wished to kill St. Francis and his coni' 
panion, and the fine answer he made was worthy of his 
high character. " Seigneurs," he said, addressing his 
viwtors, " they have commanded me by Mahomet and 
by the law to have your heads cut off. For thus the 
law commands ; but I will go against the order, or else 
I should render you bad guerdon for having risked 
death to save my souL" 

Giotto has chosen the most dramatic moment when 
St. Francis offers to go through the ordeal by fire with 
the raahommedan priests, to prove the power of the 
Christian God. With one look back upon the fire 
the mollahs gather their robes around them and hurriedly 
leave the Sultan's presence ; St. Francis points towards 
the flames as though he were assuring the Sultan that 
they will not hurt him, while the friar behind gazes 
contemptuously after the retreating figures of the 
mollahs. 

Dame and Milton in their different ways were able 
to give us 3 vivid idea of fire, flame and heat, and so 
would Giotto have done had he expressed bis ideas 
by words instead of in painting ; but he was wise enough 
not to attempt it in his fresco, an^d so in lieu of a blaze 
of crimson Hames we have only what looks like a 
stunted red cypress, realistic enough to make us under- 
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The Slory of Assik 

■Und the «tory without drawii^ our atteotun aw: 
froia the main iutcreK of the >cene. In thii (t«co w 
are agata remiaded of the cimple metbodi, grand ai 
impreuive by their rery Mraightforwardne**, by which 
he bring! before ub so strange a scene and accent 
the importance of an cveet in his own individual n 

12. Ecitaij of Si. FratuU. 
Thii legend is not recounted by St. BoDBrentur^ 

Celano, or in Tie Three Cornpamonj, but there ii a 
tradition of how St. Francis one day in divine com- 
munion with God, was wrapt in ecstasy and hit 
companiona aaw him raised froni the ground in a cloudt 
All that is humao in the scene Giotto has done at 
well as possible, but he evidently Found it hard ta: 
realise how St. Francis would have looked rieiag Vf 
in a cloud, so he has devoted himself to rcDderiiif 
truthfully the astonishment of the disciples who witnea 
the miracle. 

1 3 . The IntlUutiott of the Fiatt at Gricm, 



le natif ity of the lafant Jesua with grei 
mined to keep it with aU pcrible solem 



and leit he _ . .. - 

naked «nd obtained the permltilon of the loTerd^a Ponti£^ 
Then he propHred a manger, and brnught hay, an ox andl 
■n III to itic place appointed. The brethren were summoned, 
iha people ran together, the forest resounded with chdi 
voices, and that venerable night was made glorious by a 
brilliant lights and sonarous pialmi of praise. The ma 
Ood stood before the manger, full of devotion and piet}^ 
bathed In tears and radiant with joy; many maiies werv 
■aid before it, and the Holy Gospel was chanted by Prand^ 
the Levite of Christ. ... A certain valiant and vetaeloQK 
siildier. Master John of Oreccio, who, for the love of Cbristi; 
had left the warfare oF thin world, and become a dear friend oH 
the holy man, affirmed that he beheld an Infant marvellously 
beautiful ileepinv i" that manger, whom the blessed Father' 
Francis embraced with both his arms, a> If he would awak* 
him from sleep." 



Giotto's Legend of St. Francis 

Besides tlie wonderfiil way in which Giotto hu 
succeeded, W use tie words of Mr Roger Fry, "in 
making visible, as it were, the sudden thrill which 
penetrates an assembly at a moment of supreme signi- 
ficance," there is the further interest of knowing 
that the scene of the Nativity arranged by St. Francis 
at Greccio, was the first of the mystery plays repre- 
sented in Italy which were the beginning of the Italian 
drama. Giotto makes not only Master John of Greccio 
see the miracle of the Holy Child lying in the saint's 
arms and smiling up into his face, but s.] so those who 
accompany him and some of the friars, while the other 
brethren, singing with mouths wide open hke young 
birds awaiting their food, are much too occupied to 
notice what passes around them. A group of women, 
their heads swathed in white veils, are entering at the 
door, and the whole scene is one of animation and fes- 
tivity. The marble canopy, with tall marble columns 
and gabled towers, over the altar is one of Giotto's 
most exquisite and graceful designs. But Giotto the 
shepherd has not succeeded so happily in depicting an 
ox which lies at the saint's feet like a purring cat. 

14. Th Miracle of the Water. 

" Another time, when the man of God wished to go to 
3 certain ilc:Bert place, that he might give himielf the more 
freely to contemplation, being very -weak, he rode upon an bi> 
belonging to a poor man. It being a hot iiunmer's day, Ch« 
poor man, at he fotlowed the servant of Chriit, became wear? 
with the long way and the steep ascent, and beginning to 
faint with fatigue and burning thirtt, he called after the 
saint : ' Behold,' he taid, ' I shall die of thirst unless I can 
lind a little water at once to refresh me.' Then without 
delay the man of God got off the ats, and kneeling down 
with his bands stretched out to heaven, he ceased not to ptay 
till he knew be was heard." 

Giotto has here rendered the aridity of the summit 
of La Vernia, its pinnacles of rocks with stunted trees. 
»43 
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Two friars, by now quite accustomed U) miraclei) 
converse together as they lead the donkey from which.! 
St. Francis haa dismounted to pray that the thirsty 
man's wishes may be gratified. The grouping of tlw 
figures rejieat the pointed lines of the landscape, and. 
the whole ie iiarmonious and of great charm of i 
position. It was justly admired by Vasari, who thought 
the peasant drinking wa.a worthy of " perpetual praise." 
Florentine writers were continually harping on what 
they considered to be Giotto's claim to immortaJity, 
hia genius for portraying nature so that his copy seemed 
as real as life, an opinion shared by Vasari when he giTW- 
his reason for admiring this particular fresco. " The 
eager desire," he says, " with which the man bends down 
to the water is portrayed with such marvellous effect, that 
one could almost believe him to be a living man actually'] 
drinking." 

Over the door is a medallion of the Madonna and 
ChiJd which once was by Giotto, but now, alas, the 
eyes of faith must see his handiwork through severd 
layers of paint with which restorers have been allowed 
to cover it. A slightly sardonic smile has been 
added to the Madonua, and to appreciate what is left 
of her charm it is necessary to look at her from the 
other end of the church, where the beauty of li 
composition can still be discerned notwithstanding 
barbarous treatment she has undergone. 
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This theme has been treated b; another artist ia the 
Lower Church, with little Buceess as «re have seen ; it 
is also sometimes introduced in the predellas of big 
pictures of the school of Cimabue i but it remained for 
Giotto to give us a picture as beautiful in colour as 
those left by the early chroniclers in words. He never 
painted it again on u large scale, and the small repre- 
sentation in the predella of the picture in the Louvre 
follows the Assisan fresco in every detail. Two friars 
whose brown habits are tinted with raauve, one tree, a 
blue, uncertain landscape and some dozen birds, are all 
he thought necessary to explain the story, and yet 
the whole poetry of St. Francis' life ia here, the 
keynote of his character, which has made him the 
mast beloved among saints, and the man who though 
poor, unlettered and often reviled, was to herald the 
coming of a new age in religion, art and literature. 
With what love he bends towards his little feathered 
brethren as he beckons them to him, and they gather 
fearlessly round him while he points to the skies ani 
tells them in simple words their duties towards their 
Creator. 

Another Florentine, Benozzo Gozzoli, painted 
this subject ; there across the Assisan valley at 
Montefaico we can see it. His birds are certainly 
better drawn, there are more of them too, and we 
can even amuse ourselves by distinguishing among them 
golden orioles, blackbirds, doves and wood pigeons, 
but no one would hesit-ite to say that real charm 
and poetry are missing. Giotto's fresco, painted 600 
years ago, is eomewhat faded and many of the birds 

: partly effaced, but we do not feel it matters 
»+5 
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much what they are — we only lore the fact that Si 
Francis called the Umbrian birds around 
preached them a sermon with the same c 
he had been in the presence of a pope, and that 
Giotto believed tlie legend and took pains with hii 
work, iDtending that we also should believe and under- 
etand something of the sweetness of this Umbriu 

16. Death afthe Knight oj Cckno. ■ 

■•When the holy man came Into the soldier's house 'fli 
the bmily rejoiced greatly to receive this poor one of th« 
Lord. And before he began to eat, iccording to hia custom, 
the half man offered his usual prayers and priisei to God, 
with his eyei raised la heaien. When he had Snished his 
prayer, he familiarly called hia kiad host aside, and laid to 
him: 'Behold, my host and brother, in compliance with thy 
prajrere 1 have come to cat in thy house. Bat now attend 
to that which I say to (hee, for thou ehalt eat no more here, 
but elaewhere. Therefore, confess thy sins with truly peni- 
IGDI contrition ; let aothing remain in thee onrevealed bf 
inie confession, for the L>ord will requite thee to-day far the 
kindness with which thoo hast received His poor aervaut' 
The good man beliered these holy words, and diacloaing all 
hi* sins in confession to the companion of St. Francis, he 
set all his honse in order, making himself ready for death, 
and preparing himself for it to the beat of his power. They 
then sat down to table, and the others began to eat, bnt 
the ipirit of the host immediately departed, according tn 
the words of the man of God, which foretold his " "' 



i 
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This is one of the most characteristic of Gi 
works, showing his power, unitjue at that dine, 
touching Upon human sorrow with umplicity, tniA 
and reatrwnt. Here is no exaggerated gesture of 
jnef, DO t«^ned expression of suq>rise or false oote 
to make us doubt the truth of the tragedy that bai 
belallen the house of Celano. But the moTcment 
of the crowd of sorrowing people, the mca gazing 
down on ibe dead knight, the womeo weeping, their 
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fair hair falling about their shoulders, tell better than 
any restless movement the awful grief which fills 
their hearts. It has happened so suddenly that the 
friar sdll sits at table with his fork in his hand, 
while St, Francis hast just risen to go to the people's 
aasiatance, while a man in the Florentine dress turns 
to him seeming, from the ge-sturc of his hand, to 
say : " See, your prophecy has been fulfilled but too 

17. St. Frantlt ptMcht! before Honoriai III. 

" Hailing to preach on a certain day before the Pope and 
the cardinals, at ihe suggestion of the Cardinal aC Oslia he 
learned a Gennon b; lieait, wtilch he had carefully prepared ; 
when he was about to apeak ic for iheir edification lie wholly 
forgot everything he had to say, 10 that he could not utter a 
word. He related with true humility what had bv^len him, 
and then, faaiing invoked the aid of the Holy Spirit, he be- 

In this line fresco Giotto haa represented St. Francis 
holding his audience as though spell-bound by the power 
of his eloquence, and the contrast is great between the 
charming figure of the saint and that of the stern and 
earnest Pope, who, deep in thought, is leaning his chin 
on his hand, perhaps wondering at the strange chance 
which has brought the slight brown figure, so dusty and 
so poorly clad, so ethereal and so eloquent, into the 
midst of the papal court. It ia delightful to study the 
faces and geeturts of the listeners; some are all enthusiasm 
and interest, like the charming young cardinal in an 
orange-tinted robe, whose thoughts sccni to be far away 
following where St. Francis' burning words are leading 
them ! but the older man gaies critically at the saint, 
perhaps saying within himself: "What is this I hear, 
we must give up all, our fat benefices, our comfortable 
Roman palaces, to follow Christ " ; and the cardinal on 
the right of the Pope also seems surprised at the new 
249 
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doctrioeB of love, poverty md »acriGce. Four othen 
lean their heads oo their haods ; but how varied are the 
gntures, from the Pope, all eagerness and keen atteo- 
cion, to the cardinal bowing his head sadly thinking, 
like the man of great poBBessions, how pleasant it would 
be to become perfect, but how impossible it is to leave 
the goods of this world. St. Francis' companion ii 
seated at hts master's feet as though affirming, ** I fol- 
low his teaching, and all he says is right." 

18. The Api>ariliBtt if St. Francli. 

" For when ihe lUuiCrious preaclier and glorioUi Confeuor, 
Anthony, who !• now with Chriit, wa> preaching to the 
brethren In the chapel u Arlea on the title upon the Crou 
— • Jeiua of Nazareth, the King of the Jewi'— a certala &iar 
□f ipproted virtue named Monaldui, casting his eyei by divine 
intpiratloQ upon the door of the chapter-house, beheld, with 
hit bodily eyes, the bleiied Francis raised in the air, blessing 
the brelliren, with his arms autsttetched in ibe form of 1 
Cro«," 

The friars sit in various attitudes of somewhat 
fatigued attention before St. Anthony who is stand- 
ing, and none seem as yet to be aware of the appari- 
tion of St. Francis, who appears at the open door 
under a Gothic .irchway, the blue sky behind him. 
There is a strange feeling of peace about the scene. 

19. The Stigmata. 

"... On the h«d roclt, 
a Twiit Arno and the Tiber, he from Chriil 
Took the lait ilenet, which hit limbs two yean 
Did carry. . . ."' 
This fresco is unhappily much ruined ; enough how- 
ever remains to trace a close resemblance to Giotto's 
preddla of the same subject now in the Louvre, but 
where the solemnity of the scene is increased by the 
taint being alone with the Seraph upon La Vernia> 
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It may be well here to give some of the varioua 
opinions as to the authorship of these frescoes, though in 
this small book it is impossible to go at all deeply ioco 
the subject. Some, foilowiog Baroo von Rumohr, hold 
that the only paintings in the Upper Church by Giotto, 
are the two hy the door, the Miracle of the Water and 
the Sermon to the Birds, while Measra. Crowe and 
Cavalcaselle give also the first of the series and the last 
five to him, but while " youthful and feeling his way," 
and all the rest to Gaddo Gaddi, or maybe Filippo 
Rusuttu Lastly, Mr Bernhard Berenson is of opinion 
that Giotto's style is to be clearly traced from the first 
fresco, St. Frandi honoured by the Simpleton, to the 
nineteenth, Tie Sligmata; and they show so much 
affinity to the work of the great Florentine in Sta. 
Crocc and elsewhere, that it is impossible not to agree 
with him. In the remaining frescoes, representing the 
death and miracles of St. Francis, he sees a close 
resemblance to the work of the artist who painted in 
the chapel of St. Nicholas (Lower Church), and 
who may have aided Giotto in the Upper Church 
before being chosen to continue his master's work. 

20. Death of St. Francii. 

"The hour of his departure being at hand, he commanded all 
the brethren who were in chat place to be called to him, and 
comforted them with coneoUng' words concerning his death, 
exhorting chem with fatherly aftecClQn to the dirine lone. . . . 
When he had iininhed these laviog ubnonitions, thii man, 
m«t dear to Gnl, commaoded that the Book of the Gospeb 
should be brought to him, atid . . , hia most holy aoul being 
set free and absorbed in the abyss of the divine glory, the 
blessed man slept in the Lord." 

This fresco has suffered from the damp and all that 
clearly remains ate the angels, in whom the artist's 
feeling for graceful movement is shown, their flight 
down towards the dead recalling the rush of the 
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swallows' wioEO as they circle in the evening above the 
towers of San Francesco. 

Jl. The Apparition, of Si. Franzii. 

"... Brother Augustine, a holy and Juit man, mi 
miniaterof the Friars at Lavoro: he bHng at the point of 
death, and having for a long time lost the use of ipenh, 
exclaimed suddenly, In the hearing of all who stood ElTOUnd: 
Wait for me, Father, wait for me; 1 am coming with 






"At the 



\e the Binhop of Asaiii was making a 
3 the church of Si. Micha^, or Monnt 
he Blessed Francis appeared oo the vny 
e, saying: ' Behold I leave the world and 



night of his deparl 

In one fresco the artist has repreeented two different 
scenes, the greater prominence being given to the dying 
friar aurrouoded hy many brethren. In neither is 
shown the figure of Sl Francis, aa the artist probably 
thought that it would have been difficult to introduce 
the apparition twice. But while the gesture of the 
friar stretching out his arms and the arrangement of 
the others explain the atory, it would be difficult, with- 
out St. Bonaventure's legend, to know the feelings of 
the bishop who is so calmly sleeping in the lack- 

Z2. 'tV locnduhus Kmsht of Attitt. 



an had departed from this life, 
^red its eternal house . . . msnj 
e admitted to see and kiss ik 



boldly and eagerly than the rest moved the nails 
presence of his fellow-citlieos, and touched with h 



:, his heart was healed and freed fron 



Giotto's Legend of Si. Francis 

This fresco is so much ruined that it is difficult to 
enjoy it as a whole, but some of the figures of the 
young acolytes bearing lighted torches, and the pricata 
reading the service and sprinkling the body with holy 
water, are very life-like. 

23. The Mourning of the Nuni 'jf San Damiana. 

•' Passing by the church of St. Diunian, where that noble 
litgin, Clare, now glorious in heaven, abode wich the virgins 
her slaters, the holy body, adorned with celestial jeweli [the 
marki of the Stigmata], remained there awhile, till those 
holy virgins could see and kiss them." 

Thie, the loveliest of the last nine frescoes, recalls 
the one in St. Nicholas' Chapel of the three prisoners 
imploring the saint's protection ; even to the basilica 
which forms the background of both. Considering 
that it is the last farewell of St. Clare and her com- 
panions to St. Francis the arti^ might have given a 
more tragic touch to the scene, but all is made sub- 
servient to the rendering of graceful figurea, like the 
charming nuns who talk together as they hasten out of 
San Damiano, whose humble facade of stone the arirsi 
has transformed into a building of marble and mosaic 
almost rivalling the glories of such cathedrals as Siena 
and Orvieto. St. Clare stoops to kiss the saint wbilc 
priests and citizens wait to resume their hymns of praise, 
and a small child climbs up a tree and tears down 
branches to strew upon the road in front of the bier.i 

24. 7»c Cananiiafion of Si. FrancU. 

" The Sovereign Pontil^ Gregory IX, . , . determined 
with pious counsel and holy consideration to pay to the holy 
man that veneration and honour ol which he knew him to 

body of the saint here with thai in the death of St. Francis 
in Sta. Croce, where the body ii firmly drawn and of more 
masiiiB proportions. 



be most worthy . . . and coming hii 
city of AsBiai in the year of our Lord' 
Sunday the 6th of July, with many 
lolemnity, he Inscribed the BleBwd Father 
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This fresco is go ruined that it is iniposaible to form 
any idea of its compositian ; about the only object 
clc;irly to be seen ie the sepulchral urn of St. Franciwrij 
repreBented beneath an iron grating in the church oM 
San Giorgio. j 

Z 5. The Dream of Gregory IX, at Perugia, 

" On a certain night, then, as the PonFitTwas afterwards 
wont to relate with many tears, cht Blessed Francis appeared 
lo him [n a dream, and with unwonted severity in his codd- 
tenance, reproving him for the doubt which lurked in hia 
heart, raised his right arm, discoteied the wound, and com- 
manded that a vessel should be brought to receive the blood 
which issued from his aide, l^e Supreme Ponlilf atill in 
vision, brought him the vessel, which seemed to be filled 
even to the brim with the blood which Howed from liU 

We are here left with an impression that the artist was 
hampered by not having enough figures for his com- 
position, and the four men seated on the ground and 
guarding the Pope, compare unfavourably with Giotto's 
fresco of the three grand watchers by Innocent III, 
upon the opposite wall. 

t6. St. FrancU cure, the IVounded Man. 



had ti 



rough a 



t, in 



rhich c 



lying In wait to kill him and . . . wounded hire 
many dagger- strokes as to leave him without hope of life 
. . . The poor man's cure vraa considered impossible fay lU 
the pbyaicianl. , . . And, behold, as the aulferer lay slov 
on hit bed, frequently calling on the name of Francis . ._- 
one stood by him In the habit of a Friar Minor, who, si il 
seemed to hln, came in by a window, and calling him by 
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utted in Di 



The artist having here nn incident Icsn difficult to 
deal with than vJBiona and dreams, betrays a certain 
humour in the stout figure of Che doctor, who, as he 
leaveo the room, turns to the two women as though 
saying, " He haa begun to pray, as if that can help him 
when I haye failed to cure him." Meantime St. 
Francis, escorted by two tall and graceful angels with 
great wings, is laying his h^nds upon the wounded 
man. Here, as in most of these latter frescoes, a single 
scene is divided into more than one episode ; this seems 
to us to he the great difference between them and the 
works of Giotto, where the eye is immediately attracted 
towards the principal figure or figures, the others only 
serving to complete the compoeition. 

27. Tit last Confiision of the IVoman of B 



Francis, vfcnt the 
auembled roBnd 
and say the uiual 

Lay, aod calling t( 






»a; ofallil. 



ecUl devotion to St. 
, all the clergy being 
iiK CO keep the accustomed vigils, 
and prayeri, suddenly that woman 
;e of ihem all, on the bier where she 
e of the prieil^ . . . ' Father,' she 
laia, ■ I viinn co eonieis. As soon as I was dead, I waj sent to 
a dreadful dungeon, because i had never confesied a certain iln 
whicli I will now make known to ;ou. But St. Francis, whom 
t have ever devoutly served, havin|; prayed for me, I bare 
been snffered to return to the body, that having reveajed that 
«in, I may lie made worthy of eternal life.' . . . She made 
her confet(ion, therefore, trembling 10 the priest, and having 
received absolution, quietly lay down on the bier, and slept 
peacefoUy in the Lord." 

The legend is dramatic and the artist has not failed 
to make us feel the great sadness and solemnity of the 
scene. A moment more, and the group of people to 
the left will come forward to carry the woman away 
for burial while the relations weep most bitterly ; they 
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Kand aside whfa hcada bowed io grief, for aJieady 
prcMice of death ii felt. Ooly the torraw of ibe 
child, who stretches out his arms, has passed away 
DpOD seeing her riae to speak with the priest. Veiy 
till and slender are the figures of the wonwD, beixU 
iog wid swaying together like flowers in a gentle 



/ l8. Si. Frai 



■ofAUilafrom Pri 



"When pQpeGtegoiy IX, wai sitling in the chair of St. 
Peter, a certain man named Peter, of the cltj of Aleria 
■ccuntioD of hereir, Wai carried to Rome, and, by coi 
of the nine Pontiff, was girea io cuttodj to the.Bisbop at 
TItoII. He, hating been charged to keep him io safety . . 
bound hltn with heavy chaini and imprisoned hiia in a darit 
dungeon. . , . Thin man began to call with many prayera 
and teari upon St. Francis . . . boKecbinghim lohaiE; 
upon him. . , . About twHliEhc on the ilgil of bii feai , 
Francli merciruily appeared to him in priton, and, railing 
him by hli name, commanded him immediately to ariae. . . ,. 
Then, by the power of th-e presence of (he holy man, he be- 
held the fetCera fall broken from hia feet, and tne doors a£ 
the prison were unlocked without anyone to open them, la 
that he could go forth unbound and free." 

Everything here giyea the impression of height ; the 
tall etim ligures, the high doorway, and the aleadef 
tower and arches. St. Francis is seen flying up to 
the skies with the same awift motion the artist has 
given to the figure of St. Nicholas in the Lower 
Church, and the " Greek Chorus " to the left lerre* 
to show surprise at the unusual occurrence of a prisoner 
suddenly emerging from his prison with broken fetli 
in his hands. 

None should leave the church without looking 
the stnlls in the choir ; ihey are by Di ' " 

SeverinO) made in l;oi, by order, ai 
tells us, of Francesco Sansone, General of the fraa< 
1S6 
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ciscan order, and friend of SixtuB IV. The artist 
only took ten years to execut-e this really wonderfiil 
work ; the intarsia iigurea of the atalU in pale yellow 
wood, nio9t of them fancy portrairs of the companions 
of St. Francis, are remarkable for iheir form and char- 
acter. They betray, in the opinion of Mr Berenson, 
Venetian influences of Crivelli and of the school of 
the Vivaritii. 




CHAPTER IX 



5/. Clare at San Damiana. tbi 
Church of Santa Chiara 



yHE daye of St, Clare from the age of eighl 

until her death in IZ53 were passed within C 
convent walls of San Danii:ino, and though peaceful 
enough, for a mediiva! lady, they were full of events 
and varied interest. 

She was born on the loth of July 1194 in Assisi 
of noble parents, her father being Count Favorino Sci£ _ 
(spelt also Scefi) the descendant of an ancient RomMt.J 
family who owned a large palace in the town, aa4,l 
a caBtle on the slope of Mount tSubasEo to the ea*.l 
of the ravine where the Carceri lie among the ilesl 
woods. The castle gave the title of Count of Saiwn 
Rosso to its owners, and was the caus 
mishing between the Scili and the Ghi 
conlinunlly wresting it from each othei 
during one of these struggles, the walls 1 
ground and no one sought afterwards ti 
Of Sasso Rosso a few stones still re 
they catch the morning Hght, are seen 
a grey crag projecting froi 



of much slur* 



intil ir 



who « 



13DO, 



lain, which) at 

'om Assin like 

high abon 

; road to Speilo. When not fighting beneath the 
walls of his castle Count Favorino was generally away 
on some skirmishing expedition, and during his atweacei, 
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his wife, tLe Lady Onolana of the noble family of the 
Piumi, would depart upon a pilgrimage to the south of 
Italy or even to the Holy Laod.i An old writer re- 
marks that her name " Ortolana (market gardener) was 
very appropriate, because from her, as from a well- 
tended orchard, sprang most noble plants." After her 
return from Palestine she one night heard a voice 
■peaking these prophetic words to which she listeaed 
with great awe. "Be not afraid Ortolana, for from 
thee shall arise a light bo bright and clear that the 
darkness of the earth shall be illuminated thereby." 
So the daughter who was born soon after was called 
Chiara in memory of the divine message. With so 
pious a mother it is not surprising that Clare should have 
grown up thoughtful and fond of praying ; we even 
hear of her seeking solitary corners in the palace where 
she would he found saying her rosary, using pebbles 
like the hermits of old instead of beads upon a chain. 
But her evident inclination for a religious life in no 
way alarmed Count Favorino, who had made up his 
mind that she should marry a wealthy young Assisan 
noble, for even at an early age she showed great pro- 
mise of beauty. " Her face was oval," says a chroni- 
cler, " her forehead spacious, her complexion brilliant, 
and her eyebrows and hair very fair. A celestial smile 
played in hei' eyes and around her mouth ; her nose was 
well- projiort ion ed and slightly aquiline ; of good stature 
she was rather inclined to stoutness, but not to excess." 
A little while and her fate in Ufe would have been 
sealed in the ordinary way, and she would have con- 

< Aa the hated enemies of the Baglioni the Fiumi are ofCea 
mentioned in the chronicles of Mawtanw), and they played 
ail important part in the history of their native city. They 
were Count) of Sterpeto, and the village of that name on the 
hiil to the west of Asiisi above the hanlCB of the Chiaggio 
■till belongs to the bmily. 
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m «> St. Fn« r» «. K. •-, to S«. 
^oiTT^ife lnb«i«d.lK hrf begged 

I M by 4e cUiRB »d owed by hi. 
asOT &*«- A* hi 6m • . fnat^n grew the 
Bdi Ennly homed with Ae nt to Stten to lui 
«*meH M Ibe otfaednl, or pertnp* n«a in ik 
flurtct-jibce, wbne be woM Mand apoD the «eH4 
die M tcnple and gather the pewuu aronod ban ««,_ 
• mrlcct day. But the deciaie time amred bi d^!1 
WW iiii, when St. Francis, by then the acknow 
bdeed founder of a new order saoctioaed by the Pope 
■MDO longer jeered at as a mad enihuBiast, came to 



■ Onr nT the fir*t of 
4 Coanr PuTorino'i, it 

irf hlffl to the other brethren 



iaoeiscans was Rufioo. a nephew 

holinei* was luch that in speak- 

:< would call him 
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preach during Lent in the church of San Giorgio. It 
was the parish church of the Scifi, and the whole 
family attended every service. Clare was then 
eighteen, young enough to be carried away by the 
words of the fraociscao and build for herself a life 
outside her present existence ; old enough to have felt 
unbearable the trammels of a degraded age, and to 
long, during those years of warfare to which all the 
cities of the valley were subjected, for an escape to 
where peace and purity could be found. Only dimly 
she saw her way to a perfect love of Christ. The 
preacher's words were addressed to all, but she felt 
them as an especial call to herself, and unhesitatingly 
she resolved to seek out the friar at the Portiuncula 
and ask his help and counsel in what was no easy task. 
Instinctively knowing her mother could be of no aid, 
even if she sympathised in her cravings for a more 
spiritual life, she gained the confidence of her aunt, 
Biaoca Guelfucci, who all through played her part 
regardless of Count Favorino's possible revenge. 

Even during the fiist two years of his mission St, 
Francis was accustomed to receive many men who 
wished to leave home and coniforts, and tramp along 
the country roads with him, but when the young 
Chiara Scifi threw herself at his feet imploring him to 
help her to enter upon a new way of life, hie heart was 
troubled, and, reflecting on what wide results his preach- 
ing was taking, fear even may have formed part of his 
surprise. Bernard of Quinla.valle he had bidden 
sell all that he had, distribute it to the poor, and joii 
him at the leper houses ; but before allowing Clare to 
take the veil he sought to prove her vocation beyond 
a doubt, and bade her go from door to door through the 
town begging her bread, clad in rough aack-cloth with 
a hood drawn about her face. Her piety only increased 
until Sl Francis, believing that he was called upon to 
i6i 
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her, reMi1*ed lo act the part of the spiritual kotgbt 



On Palm Sunday, arrayed in ibeir ricbew clothn, 

ihe membere of the Scifi and the Fiutnl femilies 

[hedral, and with ihe rest 

receive the branches of 

Bui to the astoniih- 
all Clare remained 
kneeling as if wrapt in a 
dream, and in vain the bishop 
waited for het to follow 
the procession to the alta 
All eyes were upon her 1 
the bishop, with patenw 
, tenderness, came down froi 
J the altar steps to where tb 
young girl knelt and place 
the palm in her hand. Thi 
night Clare left her fkther 
house for ever. A cnu 
door in the Scifi palace ' 
srill shown through whii 
she is said lo have i 
It had been walled , 
^ ' - ■ ■ "'..ciimiif. some lime, but the fragil 

k TUBnUGll WIIJCII BT. CLARE g''''' glft^'' '•'^^ D^^i Witll 

LDTTiie PALAZZO Km supcrhuman strength 

courage, tore down dmbe 
and stones and joined Bianca Guelfucci, who 
wailing with some trembling maidservants whem 
the arch spans the street, to accompany her 
Portiuncula {see p. 104). Great waa ti; 
lion in the family when next morning her flight wac 
discovered, and news came chat she had found shelter 
in the benedictine convent near Bastia. Couoe 
Favorino and his wife lost no time in following hei^ 
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fully persuaded that by threatB or entreaties they would 
be able to induce her to return home and marry the 
man of her father's choice j but they knew little of 
the strength of character which lay hidden beneath the 
gentle nature of the eldest and hitherto moet docile of 
their daughters. The violent words of her father and 
the tears of her mother in no way ahook Clare's de- 
termination ; approaching the altar she placed one hand 
upon it while with the other she raised her veil, and 
facing her parents showed them the close cut hair which 
marked her as the bride of Jeaus Christ. No earthly 
power, she said, should sever her from the life she 
had chosen of her own free will, and creal-fallen they 
left the convent without another word. It was hardly 
surprising that Agnes, the second sister, who sometimes 
went to see St. Clare at Bastia, should wiah to take 
the veil. At this the fury of Count Favorino knew 
no bounds, and he sent his brother Monaldo with 
several armed followers, among whom may have been 
Clare's slighted lover, to force Agnes, if persuasion 
failed, to abandon her vocation. She was at their 
mercy but refused to leave the convent, so they caught 
her by her long fair hair and dragged her across the 
fields towards the town, kicking her as they went ; her 
cries filled the air, " Clare, my sister, help, ao that I 
may not be taken from my heavenly spouse." The 
prayers of Clare were heard, for suddenly the slight 
form of the girl became as lead in the arms of the 
soldiers, and in vain they tried to lift her. Monaldo, 
beside himself with rage, drew his sword to strike her 
when his arm dropt withered and uacless by his side. 
Clare, who had by this time come upon the scene, 
begged them to desist from thei^r cruel acts, and cowed 
by what had happened they slunk away, leaving the 
sisters lo return to the convent. 

St. Francis seeing the devotion and steady v 
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of both Clare and Agnes, and doubtless foreseeing 
many would follow their example, began to seek 

T where they could lead a life of prayer and 
labour. Again the Senedicdnca of Mount Subado 

: forward wiih a gift, offering another humble 
sanctuary which the saiot had repaired some yean 
before. This was San Damiano, a chapel so old that 

; could tell its origin ; the vague legend that it 
stands on the site of a pagan necropolis seems confirmed 
by a lofty fragment of Raman masonry which juts i^ 
on the roadside between the Porta Nuova and San 
Damiano. With his own hands St. Francis built a 
few rude cells near the chapel, resembling the cluster 
of huts by the Portiuncula, and here the "Poor Ladies" 
were to pass their days in prayer and manna! laboor. 
The little humble grey stone building among the oli»e 
trees with the pomgmnates flowering against its walla, 
so different to a convent of the present day, must have 
seemed to Clare the realisation of a freer life than ever 
she had known before. Others felt its charm and before 
long several friends had Joined her besides Bianca Guel- 
fucci, while upon the death of Count Favorino, Madooiw 
Ortolana received the habit from the hands of St. Fra 
together with her youngest daughter Beatrice. The I 
of the order spread far and wide, gainiog so n 

V houses wfre founded in I 

V years. In those early dayt 
ttcn law to follow, but like 

a learnt all the perfection of aj 
who would often 
> and from thi 



3 

and ■ 



novices that several n 
even during the first fe 
Clare was given no wr 
brethren she and her n 
religious life from St. Francis, ^ 
at San Damiano on his way t 



He did not allow them to go beyond their boundarie^ia 
but a busy life was to be passed in their cells ; owningll 
nothing, they were to depend entirely upon what tbrV 
brothers could beg for them in the town and countiyil 
round, and when provisionB were scarce they faateotJ 
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In return the nuns spun the grey Bluff for the habits of 
the friars and the linen for their altars ; and after St. 
Francis received ihe Stigmata, St. Clare fashioned 
sandals fur him with apace for the nails so that he 
might walk with more ease. Often the poor came 
to seek help at her hands, and many times the sick 
were tended in a little mud hut near her cell which she 
used as a hospital. Silently her life was passed, and to 
those who looked on from the outside perhaps it might 
have seemed of small avail compared with the very 
apparent results of St. Francis' endeavours to help his 
fellow creatures. But very quietly she was guiding 
the women of mediajval Italy towards higher aims, for 
even those who could not follow her into the cloister 
were aided in their lives at home by the thought of the 
pure-souled gentle nun of San Damiano. Not the least 
important part of her work was tJie womanly sympathy 
and help which she gave to St. Francis. He turned 
to her when \a trouble, and it was she who encouraged 
him to continue preaching to the people when, at one 
time he thought that his vocation was to be a life of 
solitary prayer and not of constant contact with man- 
kind. He counted on her prayers, and trusting in her 
ire to preach the words 
her Jonely cell she watched hie 
tude, and when blind and ill he 
: to San Damiano she tended 
to his wants in a little hut she erected for him not far 
from the convent whence, across the vineyard and olive 
grove which separated them, the tirsl strains of his 
glorious Canticle to the Sun came to her one morning. 
Her gentle inSuence played an important part in his 
life, giving him a friendship which is one of the most 
beautiful things to dwell on in th«ir lives. Some have 
sneered at its purity, and compared so ideal a connec- 
tion to a commonplace mediEeval tale of monk and nun ; 
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but it ia degrading even to hint at uucli sia eadiag t 
the love of these two for each other, aod impossibl 
to believe it after leading M. Sabatier'a heautifii 
chapter on St. Clare, where he touches, 
of his moet charming pages, upon a aide of St.. 
FruDcis' character that most biographers have buE, 
little understood. 

A beautiful Etory in the Fiorett't relates b 
St. Clare, desiring greatly to eat with St. FranciSfl 
boon he had never accorded her, was granted the D 
quest at the earnest prayer of the brethren, "ai 
that sht may be the more consoled," he said, " 
will that this breaking of bread take place in S 
Mary of the Angels ; for she has been so loi 
shut up in S. Damian that it will rejoice her 
see again the House of Mary, where her h^r w 
shorn olf, and she became the bride of Chritu 
Once more St. Clare came to the pl^n of [k 
Porliuncula, and the saint spoke so sweetly and cU 
quently of heavenly things that all remained wrapp* 
in ecatacy, oblivious of the food which was spread 
before them on the floor and, as Clare dwelt in 
divine contemplation, a great flame aprang up and 
shrouded them in celestial light. The Assisans and 
the people of Bettona, looking down from ih«r _ 
walls upon the plain, thought that the Porliunculi 
was on (ire, and hurried to the assistance of lh(" 
beloved saini. " But coming close to the Housei^ 
says the Fmritli, "they entered withtn, and foiq 
St. Francis and St. Clare with all their company )| 
contemplation wrapt in God as ihey sat round t' 
humble board." Comforted by this spiritual f 
St. Clare returned to San Daraiano, where she V 
expected with great anxiety, as it had been imagiai 
that St. Francis might have aent her to 
other convent, " wherefore the sisters rejoiced ( 
166 
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ceedingly when they saw her face again." Those 
were peaceful and happy days, but sorrow came 
when news reached her that St. Francis was near 
his end ; " she wept moat bitterly, and refused to 
be comforted," for she too was ill, and feared to 
die before she could sec his &ce again. This fear 
she sigaiiied through a brother unto the Blessed 
Francis, and when the saiDt, who loved her with a 
sbgular and paternal affection, heard it, he had pity on 
her ; and considering that her desire to see him once 
more could not be fiJfilled in the future, he sent her 
a letter with his benediction and absolving her from 
every fault. ..." Go and tell sister Clare to lay aside 
all sadness and sorrow, for now she cannot see me, 
but of a truth before her death both she and her 
sisters shall see me and be greatly comforted." But 
the last she saw of him was through a lattice window, 
when they brought his dead body for the nuns to see 
and kiss the pierced hands and feet (see p. 119). 

A strange thing happened to disturb the peacefiil 
serenity of their lives at San Damiano in the year 
tj;54, when the army of Frederic II, was fighting 
to Che north of Italy, and a detachment of Saracen 
troops under one of his generals, Vitale d'Anversa, 
came through Umbria, pillaging the country as they 
passed. Aasisi was a desirable prey, as it had been to 
many before them, and coming to the convent of San 
Damiano they scaled its walls, preparatory to a final 
rush upon the town. The terror of the nuns may be 
imagined, and running to the cell where Clare lay ill 
in bed they cowered round her "like frightened doves 
when the hawk has stooped upon their dovecote." 
Taking the Blessed Sacrament, which she was allowed 
to keep in a litde chapel next to her cell, she pro- 
ceeded to iitce the whole army, trusting like St. 
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Martin in the power of prayer and personal courage. 
Ab she walked towards the window overlooking the 
small courtyard a voice spoke to her Trom the cibonum 
Mving, " ABsisi will have much to suiFer, but my arm 
shall defend her." Raising the Bleassd Sacrarnent m 
hieh she stood at the open window, agamai which the 
^ soldiers had already 

pbced a ladder ( 
those who were 
ascending, as they 
looked up towards 
her, fell back blinded, 
while the others took 
to flight, and thus 
md dty 
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digy, probably thin^ 

ing the soldiers i 

&iled in their ei 

' prise through lack a 

valour, came with > 

still larger compaD)|J 

;n, and led them in person to storm the towit^ 

St. Clare, hearing what peril encompassed Assi 

and being asked by the citizens to interc< 

Heaven as the enemy had sworn to bury them benen 

their city walls, gathered all her nuns about her, i 

knell in prayur with them. At dawn I 

morning a furious teinpest arose, scattering the t 

of the Saracens in every direction, and causing sucB 

a panic that they took refuge in hasty flight. 
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gratitude of the citizens iocreaeed their love for St. 
Clare, as all attributed their release to her prayera, 
and to this day she is regarded as the deliverer of 
her country. 

One cannot help regretting that while so many contem- 
porary chroniclers have left detailed and varied accounts 
of St. Francis, they only casually allude to St. Clare, 
caUing her "a sweet spring blosaom," or "the chief 
rival of the Blessed Francis in the observance of Gospel 
perfection," but leaving later writers to form their o 
pictures of the saint. And the picture they give 
always oFa silent and prayerful Dun, beautiful of feature, 
Gweet and gentle of disposition, coming ever to the help 
of those who needed it, and acting the part of a guar- 
dian angel to the Assiaans. Her horizon was bounded 
by the mountains of the Spoletan valley ; and from the 
outside world, on whicli her infiuence worked so surely 
during her life and for long centuries after her death, 
only faint echoes reached her when a pope or a cardinal 
came to see her, or a princess wrote her a letter from 
some distant country. Among the many royal and 
noble people who had entered a Poor Clare aisierhood, 
or like St. Elizabeth of Hungary had joined the Third 
Order, was the Blessed Agnes, daughter of the King 
of Bohemia, who, kindled with a desire for a religious 
life upon hearing the story of St. Clare, refused the 
hand of Frederick II, and passed her life in a convent. 
Often she wiote to the Assisan abbess getting in reply 
most charming letters, beginning "To her who 
is dearer to me than any other mortal," or " To the 
daughter of the King of Kings, to the Queen of Vir- 
gins, to the worthy spouse of Jesus Christ j the un- 
worthy servant of the poor nuns of San Damiano sends 
greetings and rejoicings in the good fortune of living 
always !n the extremesl poverty." These two never 
met, but their triendahip was a close one, and their 
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coireEpondeiice, of which maay letters are preserved, 
ceased only with their death. 

St. Clare surrived St. Francis twenty-wvea yean, 
and they were lad years for one, who, like her ctimg 
lo deroutly to bu mle asd teachiag. She lived to see 
the £rit divitioas anioog the franciscans, and before 
she died the comer-etoDe of the great Basilica had 
been raised, filling her with diemay for the ftitnre, 
for in its very grandeur and beaaty ahe saw the down- 
tall of the iranciacan idesl. Not only did she witneH 
all these changes, but in her own convent she bad many 
battles to fight for the preservation of the rale she 
loved, she even courageously opposed the commands of 
the Pope himself who wished to mould the nans to lui 
wishes as he had done the friars. Even during the 
lifetime of St. Francia, while be was absent on a 
distant pilgrimage, Gregoiy IX, then Cardinal Ugolioo, 
persuaded St. Claie of the necessity of having a writ- 
ten rule, and gave her that of the Benedictine nuna. 
But when she found that, although it was strict enough, 
it allowed the holding of property in commanity, 
which was entirely against the spirit of her order, she 
refiised to agree to the innovation. So upon the saint's 
return he composed a written rule for the asters, so 
strict, it is said, that its perusal drew tears from the 
eyes of the Cardinal Ugolino. Still she had to fight 
the battle of loyalty to a dead saint's memory ; for the 
very year that Gregory came to Assiai for the canoi>' 
isation of St. Francis he paid a visit to St. Clare, and 
with earnest words endeavoured to persuade her to 
mitigate her nile. She held so firmly to her way that 
the Pope thought she might perhaps be thinking of the 
vDW of poverty which she had made at the Portiuncnla, 
and told her he could absolve her from it through tbe 
powers of his papal, keys. Then Clare summoned all 
her courage at she taced the Poncifr, and «aid to hiiBii 
X70 



St. dare at San Damiano 

these simple words which showed him he Deed try no 
more to tempt her from duty, ■" Ah holy father," she 
cried, " I crave for the absolution of my ains, but I 
desiie Dot to be absolved from following Jesue Christ." 

Gregory had often been puzzled by the unique un- 
worldlincBS of Sl Francis ; his admiration for St. Clare 
was even more profound, and in reading hii letters after 
leaving the franciscan abbess one forgets that he was 
over eighty at the time. With him she had gained 
her point once and for all, but upon his death she had 
to oppose the wishes of Innocent IV, who did all in his 
power to merge the Franciscan order of Poor Clares 
into an ordinary Benedictine, community. Again it 
ended in the triumph of St. Clare, and the day before 
her death she had the joy of receiving the news that 
the Pope had issued a papal bull sanctioning the rule 
for which both St. Francis and she had fought ; 
namely, that they were to live absolutely poor without 
any worldly possession of any kind. "N'est-ce pas," 
says Mi Sabatier, " un des plus beaux ubleauK de 
I'hiaioire religieusc, que celui de cette femme qui, 
pendant plus d'un quart de si§cle, soutient centre les 
papes qui se succ&lent snr le trone pontifical une lutte 
de toua lea instants } qui demeure egalement respectueuie 
et inebranlable, et ne consent a. mourir qu'apr^a avoir 
remportS la victoire ? " 

St. Clare during the remaining years of her life 
suffered continually from ill-health, and it was from 
a bed of infirmity that she so ardently prayed the Pope 
to sanction her rule of poverty, and enjoined the 
sisterhood to keep its tenets feithiiilly. Like St, 
Francis, brave and cheerful to the last, she called her 
weeping companions around her to give them her final 
blessing and farewell. Among them knelt the Blessed 
Agnes, who had come from her nunnery in Florence 
to assist her sister, and the three holy brethren Leo, 
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Angela and JuDiper. On the i ith of August 1 153, 
[he feast of St. RuIido, as she was preparing to leave 
the world they heard her speak, but 30 softly that the 
words were lost to thera. " Mother, with whom are 
you conversing ? " asked one of the Duna, and she 
answered : " Sister, I am speaking with this little soul 
of mine, now blessed, to whom the glory of paradise 
It already opening." ^^_ 

Then aa the evening closed in and they were itSM 
watching, a great light was seen to fill the doorw^^ 
leading from the oratory of Si, Clare to her cell; ana 
from out of it came a long procession of white-robed 
virgins led by the Queen of Heaven, whose head was 
crowned wiih a diadem of shining gold, and whose 
eyes seal forth such splendour as might have ctonged 
the night into the brightest day. And as each of the 
celestial visitors stooped to kiss St. Clare, the watching 
nuns knew that her soul had already reached its home. 



Once the little chapel of San Damiano has been 
there can be no fear of ever forgetting the 
attached to the memory of St. Clare, for ehe has 
there something of h-er own character and jiersonalil 
which we feel instinctively without being able quiti 
explain its presence. So near the town, only 
outside its walls, this- little sanctuary yet remains : 
the olden times, one of the most peaceful fipots that 
could have been chosen for a nunnery ; but the silence 
which fails upon one while resting on the stone seals 
before entering the courtyard, has this difference with the 
silenceof such a piazza as that of San Rufino or ofmr 
of the Assiian streets ; thai there the buildings tell of: 
age which is dead wliose memories raise no responsive 
echoes in our hearts, whereas San Damiano is filled 
with the associations of those who, living so long ago, 
yet have left the atmosphere of their presence as a living 
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influence among us. As we look at the steep paths 
below us leading through the fields and the oak treea 
down to the plain, to Rivo-Torto and the Portiuneula, 
we think how often St. Francis went up and down it 
whenever he passed to aee St, Clare and her sisterB. 
And how many times did Brother Bernard come with 
messages when he lay dying, and news was anxiously 
awaited at San Damiano ; then along the grass path 
skirting the hill from Porta Mojauo were seen the crowds 
of nobles, townsfolk, peasants and friars bearing the 
dead body of the saint to San Giorgio, and pausing 
awhile at the convent for the love of St. Clare. A 
pope with all his cardinals next passes, on a visit to the 
young abbess ; St. Bonaventure stops to ask her prayer* ; 
while the poor and the iil were ever knocking at the 
convent door to obtiin her help or a word of kindly 
sympathy. In the Umbrian land it is so easy to realise 
these things, ihey are more than simply memories for 
those who have time to pause and dream awhile ; and 
someiimts it has seemed, while reading the Fiarilii or 
Brother Leo's chronicle beneath the olive trees of San 
Damiano, that we have slippedbackthrough the ages, and 
looking up we half expect to aee the hurrying figure of 
St. Francis moving quickly in and out among the trees. 
Suddenly the low sound of chanting comes through 
the open door of the convent reaching us like the 
incessant drone of a swarm of bees in the sunshine, 
until it dies away, and brown -clothed, sandalled 
brethren pass out across the courtyard, and two by 
two disappear down the hill on their way to the 
Portiuneula. They bring a whole gallery of portraits 
before our eyes, of brethren we read of, the companions 
of St. Francis ; but when we look along the path they 
have taken and see the church of the Angeli standing 
high in the midst of the broad valley, its dome showing 
dark purple against the afternoon light, where we had 
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thought to catch a glimpse of ihc Portiuncula and a 
circle of mud huts, the dream of the olden time fades 
suddenly away. As we turn lo enter the little church 
of San Damiano with the image of the great church 
of the plain still in our thoughts, we feel how much we 
owe to the reverence of the people and the friars who 
have kept it so simple and unadorned, its big Etones 
left rough and weather-beateo as when Sl Francis 
came to prepare a dwelling-house for sister Clare. 
Truly says M, Sabatier, " ce petit coin de terre 
ombrienne sera, pour nos descendants, comme ce puiti 
de Jacob oQ .Tesug s'assit un instant, un des parrii 
preferes du culte en esprit et en verite." 

The church is very small and dim, with do frescoed 
walls or altar pictures to arouse the visitor's tatereBt,and 
only its connection with the names of Francis and Clare 
bring the crowds who come to pray here. Even the 
crucifix which spoke to St. Francis, telling him to rebuild 
the ruined sanctuary, no longer hangs in the choir, bulis 
now in the keeping of the nuns in Santa Chiara. A 
few relics are kept in the cupboard — a pectoral cion 
given by St, Bonaventure, the bell with which St. , 
Clare called the sisters to office, her breviary written. J 
by Brother Leo in his neat, small writing, and thef 
tabernacle of alabaster which she held up before the J 
invading host of Saracens upon that memorable 
sion. There is also a small loaf of bread which recall^ 
the well-known story recounted in the Fiorettt (ca 
xxxiii. ) of how Pope I nnocent IV, came to see St. Clar 
"to hear her speak of things celestial and divine; 
aa they were thus discoursing together on div 
matters, St. Clare ordered dinner to be made readjf 
and the bread to be laid on the table so that the Ho^ 
Father might bless it ; and when their spiritual ( 
ference was finished, St. Clare, kneeling most re 
ently, prayed him Co bless the bread which was on 
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table. The Holy Father replied : ' Most feithfiil 
Siater Clare, I will that thou ahouldst bless this bread 
and make upon it the sign of the most blessed Cross of 
Christ, to whom thou hasi so entirely given thyself.' 
St. Clare said : ' Holy Father, pardon mc, for I 
should be guilty of too great a preaumption if in the 
presence of the Vicar of Christ, I, who am but a 
miserable woman, should presume to give such a 
benediction.' And the Pope answered ; ' That this 
should not be ascribed lo preaumption, but to the merit 
of obedience, I command thee by holy obedience to 
make the sign of the Holy Cross on this bread, and to 
bless it in the name of God.' Then St. Clare, as a 
true daughter of obedience, most devoutly blessed that 
bread with the sign of the Holy Cross. And mar- 
veiluus to say, incuntiucntly on all the loaves the 
sign of the HolyCroas appeared most feirly impressedj 
then of that bread part was eaten and part kept for 
the miracle's sake." 

A ring belonging to St. Clare was also kept here, 
until in the year 1615 a Spanish franeiscan vicar- 
general with bis secret.iry came to visit San Damiano, 
and such was his devotion for anything that bad 
belonged to the saintly abbess that when a few months 
later the relics were being shown to some other visitors, 
the precious ring was missing. A great disturbance 
arose in the city, and angry letters were speedily sent 
after the Spanish priest as auspictoa had fallen upon 
him at once ; he did not deny that he had piously 
stolen the ring, but as it was now well upon its way to 
Spain where, he assured the irate Asaiaans, it would 
be much honoured and well cared for, he refused 
to return it. The citizens and friars still regret the 
day that the Spanish dignitary and his secretary called 
at San Damiano. 

The unall chapel out of the nave wa« built in the 
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middle of the sevenlceiith century to contain the larj 
Crucifix which is still there, aud whose atory is « 
famous. In 1634 Brother Innocenzo of Palermo 
sent to the convent to carve a crucifix for the friars, his 
sanctity and the talent he possessed as in artist being 
well known. After nine days he completed all except 
the head, and on returning next moroing after early 
mass he found that mysterious hands had fashioned it 
during the night ; not only was it of wonderful work- 
manship, but looking at it from three dilTerent points 
of view three difFerept expressions were seen — of peal 
of agony, and of death. The fame of the Crucil 
spread throughout Umbria, and people flocked to Sao] 
Damiano. " Now, the devil," says a chronicler, 
" yery wrath to see such devotion in so many hearts, 
tamed his mind to finding out some means of sowing 
seeds of discord. Through hia doing there arose in 
Assisi a whisper that owing to the rapidly growing fame 
of this Crucifix, the ancient one of the cathedral would 
lose the veneration in which it had hitherto been held." 
Now before placing the Crucifix of San Damiaao 
in its place over the high altar the monks settled that 
it should be carried in solemn procession througl 
Assisi. " But," writes the angry chronicler, " il 
who had joined this diabolical conspiracy against 
Crucifix were not slow to prevent this, and had 
course to the Inquisitor of Perugia, who was induced! 
to send his vicar to stop the procession, and bid 
monks of San Damiano to keep their Crucifix hidden 
and allow no one to see it." There arose a terrible 
storm in the troubled community of Assisi, between 
those who took the part of the " persecuted Crucifix " 
and those who sided with the jealous canons of the 
cathedral. Finally, the case was placed before the 1 
Pope himBcif, and all waited a ' ' ' 
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San Damiano waa aent: to Rome that it might tie 
well examined by the Pope and the whole college of 
cardinals, and they not finding in the jiioua Brother 
Innocenzio'a work anything contrary to the teaching 
of the gospel, it was unanimously decreed that the 
Crucifix of San Damiaao might receive all the homage 
and love of the friars and citizens. So on a burning 
Sunday in AugUBt solemn high mass was aung at the 
altar of St. Clare in San Damiano and, although the 
friara were defrauded of their procession, such was the 
concourse of people who came to gain the plenary indul- 
gence granted by His Holiness that the good friars re- 
joiced, and were comforted for all the persecution they 
had suffered on account of this marvellous Crucifix. 
What must have been the feelings of Brother Inno- 
cenzo 3B he stood by the high altar and watched the 
crowd of worshippers and the women lifting up their 
streaming eyes to the cnicilix he had fashioned in his 
cell? The devotion lo it grew as the yeara paased on, 
and we read that a century later the monks wei'e 
obliged " for their greater quiet to transfer it from the 
choir to the chapel," where it now is, after which the 
monks could say their office in peace. Now we see it 
surrounded with votive offerings, and our guide pours 
forth an incessant stream of praise, and recounts at 
length numberless miracles. 

Through the cha|iel of the Crucifix we reach the 
choir of St. Clare, left as when Ehe used it, with 
the old worm-faten stalls againat the wall. It ia 
probable that originally this was part of the house 
of the priest who had the keeping of San Damiano 
before the benediclinea gave it to the Poor Clarea ; 
for here ia ahown the recess in the wall where St. 
Francis hid when his father came to seek for him, 
and where he is supposed to hare lived in hiding 
for a whole month until the sEorm should have blown 
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t was for the rebuilding of (he chapel that 
he had taken bales of costly etufTs froni the Ber- 
nardone warehouse io Assisi to sell at the fair irf 
Foligno, and thus called forth the wrath of Messn 
Pietro. The good priest of San Damiano was 
much astonished at this sudden conversion of Pram 
that thinking he mocked him he refused to accept 
the purse of gold, which Francis finally threw 
a dusty window-siii. But the priest soon became 
his friend, allowing him to remain at San DamianQ 
and partake of such humble fare as he could give, 
joining him in repairing of the poor ruined chapel. 

An artist of the sixteenth century had sought to 
adorn the altar with a fresco of the Crucifision which 
was only discovered a few months ago, hut the white- 
washed walls and severe simplicity of the rest seem 
more in keeping with the place than thiK crude attempt 
at decoration. By a rough flight of stairs we reach 
the small private oratory of Si. Clare, which 
niunicated with her cell and where, in her latter dayi 
of illness, she was permitted to keep the Blessed 
Sacrament. The rest of the convent being 
" clausura," ever since the Marquess of Ripon 
bought San Damiano from the Italian Government 
and gave it into the kee]>ing of the franciscan Marl, 
can only be seen by men. Within is the refectory 
of St. Clare where Innocent IV, dined with her and 
witnessed the miracle of the loaves, and Eusebio di 
San Giorgio {1507) has painted in the cloister twt 
fine frescoes of the Annunciation and St. Francis re- 
ceiving the Stigmata. 

But anyone may step out into the small and charm- 
ing garden of St. Clare which is on a level with 
her oratory. Walls rising on either side leave only 
a narrow viata of the valley where Bevagna, and 
Montefaico on her hill, can just be seen. Within 
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this small enclosed apace the saint is Baid to have 
taken her daily exercise and carefully attended to 
the flowers, and the friars to this day keep a row of 
flowers there in memory of lier. It will be well on 
leaving the chaptl of San Damiano to look at the 
open chape! in the courtyard where Tiberio d'Assisi 
has painted one of his most pleasing compositions. 
The Madonna is seated in an Umbrian valley, low 
lines of hills fade away in the distance, and fran- 
ciscan saints, among whom St- Jerome with his lion 
aetrrts curiously out of place, surround her, while at 
her feet is placed the kneeling figure of the nun 
who succeeded St, Clare as abbess. It is signed 
and dated 1517, while the fresco on the side-wall of 
St. Sebastian and St. Roch was painted live years 
later. In another corner of the courtyard, near the 
entrance, is a painting in a niche of the Madonna 
and saints by some Umbrian artist who felt the in- 
iioence of both Giotto and Simone Martini, so that 
we have a carious, if pleasing result. 

Santa Chiara 
St. Clare was no soonci- dead than the people, as 
they had done with St. Francis, sought to honour 
her memory, but in this case, lanocent IV, being 
in Aasisi for the consecration of the Franciscan 
Basilica, the funeral service was conducted by the 
Pope and cardinals. Such a gathering of cliurch 
dignitaries, Aesisan nobles, priors and people had 
certainly never been seen in the humble convent of 
San Damiano ; their presence, though honouring the 
saint, filled the hearts of the nuns with sorrow for 
they knew they had come to take the body of St. 
Clare to Aasisi. With tears they consented to its 
being placed in safety in San Giorgio, but only on 
the ^odition that they might eventually be allowed 
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to live Dear her tomb in some humble shelter. 
Damiano without her, alive or dead, meant little t 
them, and they were ready to abandon a home ot ' 
ea many memories to go where they and their auc- 
cessors could guard her body to the end of time- 
Devotion to her iiiemory and belief in her sanctity 
wa» not solely confined to them ; when the friari 
rose to intone the service of the dead. Pope Innocent 
signified that there should be silence, and to the 
wonder of all ordered high mass to be sung and 
the (iineral service to be changed inio one of triuftiph, 
in honour of her who he believed was already with 
the Virgins in heaven. It was a kind of canonisation, 
but could not be regarded as valid without the usuaj 
preliminaries being performed, and the cardinals, mwe 
cautious and less enthusiastic than His Holiness, per- 
suaded him to wait and in the meanwhile allow the 
ordinary service to proceed. To this he consented, 
and then amidst music and singing the Pope led the 
people up the hill where years before another saint 
had been borne to the same churcli of San Giorgio, 
and as on that day a fiineral ceremony became a -J 
triumphal procession. 

Innocent IV, died soon after, and it was Alexandc 
IV, who in September 1255, two years after . 
death, canonized St. Clare in a Bull repleb 
magnificent eulogy in which there is a ci 
play upon her name ; " Clara claris prxclara r 
magna; in coelo claritate glorix, ac in terra n 
iorum Eublimum cjare gaodet . . . O admiran 
Clan beats claritas." Another two ye 
allowed to elapse before they began to erect 
ing to her memory j besides the readiness shown I: 
every town <o honour their saints, the Asiisans \ 
especial cause to remember St. Clare, as she hod 
twice saved them from the Saracen army of Frederil 
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II. Willingly the magistrates and nobles, besides 
many strangers who had heard of the saint's renown, 
contributed money for the new building, and Fra 
Filippo Campello the minorite was chosen aa the 
architect. Fine as his new work proved to be it 
was rather the copy of a maaierjtiece than the inspira- 
tion of a great architect, which makes it more pro- 
bable that he was only employed in completing the 
church of San Francesco from the designs of that 
first mysterious architect, and not, as some have said, 
its sole builder. 

The canons of San Rufino offered the church and 
hospital of San Giorgio which belonged to them. A 
more fitting site for the chjrch to be raised in honour 
of St. Clare could not have been chosen, for it was 
here that St. Francis had learnt to read and write as a 
child under the guidance of the parish priest j here he 
preached his first sermon, and later touched the heart 
of Clare by his words during the lenten services ; and 
here both of them were laid in their stone urns until 
their last resting places were ready. So around the 
little old parish church with its many memories, and 
within sight of the Scifi palace, arose " as if by magic" 
the new temple with its tall and slender campanile. 
The hospital enlarged and improved became the con- 
vent, and the church was used by the nuns as a choir, 
the reat of the large building, which they could only 
see through iron gratings, being for the use of the con- 
gregation. With its alternate layers of pink and cream- 
coloured stone, wheel window and linely modelled 
door, the church lits well into its sunny piazza, and 
is a beautiful ending to the eastern side of Assisi. But 
in building it Fra Filippo forgot the crumbling nature 
of the soil, and failed to overcome the difficulty of posi- 
tion as had been done so admirably at San Francesco, 
it became necessary to prop op the sides 
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by BtroDg flying buttrewes wh ch wh le serving as 
impos ng arched entrance to the a de of the churt 
sadly deiratt from the feeling of boI d ty of the nii 
bu [ding A darker atone with no rosy t nts was us 
for the convent, wh ch makes t look very gnm and 







old as it rises out of a soft and silvery setting of olii 
trees on the hillside, with orchards near 
and almonds. There is a great charm tn the browa 
weather-beaten convent, though a certain sadness when 
we remember, in looking at its tiny windows like holet 
in the wall through which only narrow vistas of tht ' 
beautiful valley can be seen, how changed must be th(! 
lives of thete cloistered nuna from those of the P< 
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Ladiea of Sao Daraiano in the time of St. Clare. They 
are now an order of the orthodox type, an order given 
to prayer and not to labour, and seeing no human face 
from the outside world except through an iron grating. 
So early aa 1167 iheir connection with the franciacan 
brotherhood ceaaed ; the brethren no longer heard their 
confcGSLonB or begged for them through the land as St. 
Francis had decreed ; they lived under the patron- 
age of the Pope, who declared their convent to be 
under the especial jurisdiction of the Holy See, and on 
the feast of St. Francis called upon the nuns to send a 
pound of wax candles in sign of tribute. As the Pope 
had often in olden times hecome master of Aesiai so 
n<iw he obtiiined the rule over her monastic institutioDS, 
gaining the temporal allegiance of the religious, as he 
had gained that of the citizens. 

Upon entering the church of Santa Chiara out of 
the sunshine, we are struck with a sense of the coldness 
of its scant ornamentation, a want of colour, and a 
genera! idea that artists in first directing their steps to 
San Francesco had not had time to give much thought 
to the church of the gentle saint. Giottino is said by 
Vasari to have painted frescoes here, and they may be 
those ruined bits of colour in the right transept where 
it is only possible to distinguish a few heads or parts of 
figures here and there in what seems to he a procession, 
perhaps thcTranslation of St. Clare from San Damiano to 
San Giorgio. It is said that their present condition of ruin 
is due to the German bishop Spader who, fearing that 
the nuns might see too much of the world through the 
narrow grating because of the number of people who came 
to see the frescoes, had them whitewashed in the seven- 
teenth century. The people came less, the nuns were 
safer, but Giottino's (?) frescoes are lost to us and we 
do not bless the memory of the German bishop of 
Assin. The frescoes of the ceiling he did not 
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touch, and we have in them some intereatiog work a 

an artist of the fourteenth century whose n 
known, but who undoubtedly followed the GiottescjiK 
traditions, though not with the fidelity or the geaius of 
the artial who painted the legend of St. Nicholas in 
San Francesco. In decorating the four spandrels he 
has been iofluenced by the allegojies of Giotto, and 
the angels are grouped round the principal figures in 
much the same manner i they kneel, some with handi 
crossed upon their breasts, but ihey are silent worship- 
pers with not a single inatniment among them. The 
saints who stand in the midst of the angels in Gothic 
tabernacles are the Madonna with a charming Infant 
Jesus who grasps her mantle, and St. Clare ; St. Cecilia 
crowned with roses, and St. Lucy; St. Agnes holding 
a lamb, and St. Roge of Viterbo ; St Catherine, atKl 
St. Margaret with a book in her hand. The artist has 
u^ed such soft harmonious colours and bordered bit | 
frescoes with such pretty medallions of sa 
and designs of foliage that one wishes he had becBifl 
given the whole church to decorate and thus saved k| 
from its present desoJate appearance, 

The large crucifix behind the altar, a characte 
work of that time, has been ascribed to Margarito 
GiuDta Pisano, or Cimabue. It was painted, as the ui^ 
scription says, by tho order of the abbess Benedicta, 
who succeeded St. Clare and was the first to rule in 
the new convent, but the artist did not sign his name. 
The chapel of St. Agnes contains a Madonna which 
Herr Thode with far-seeing eyes recognises through all 
its layers of modern paint as Ciraabue's work. There 
is also a much retoui:hed, but rather charming picture 
of St. Clare, painted according to its inscription in 
1283. She stands in her heavy brown dress and 
mantle, a thick cord round her waist, and on either 
side are scenes from her life. The small triptych of 
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the CruciUxion on a gold ground is an intereating work 
by the artist of the four freacoes of the ceiling, and a 
nearer view of aome of the peculiariiiea of hia eiyle is 
obtained. It is impoasible to miatake the Jong slender 
necks, the curiously ahaped ears with the upper pan 
very long, the narrow eyes, siraighc noses and Gmall 
mouihs, sometimes drooping slightly ;it the comers, 
which he givcB his figures. He is another of those 
nameless painters who came to Aasisi in the wake of 
the great Florentine, 

The visitor woold leave Santa. Chiara with a feeling 
of disappointment were it not for the chape! of San 
Giorgio, the original place so often mentioned in con- 
nection with St. Francis and now open to the public. 
The crucifix of the tenth century, so famous for having 
bowed its head to St. Francis in the church of San 
Damiano bidding him to repair the ruined churches 
of Assisi, is to be removed from the parlour, where it is 
temporarily kept, and placed behind the altar. The 
chapel, with a groined roof, is square, small and of 
perfect form, and ornamented with several frescoes. 
On the left wall ia a delightful St. George fighting the 
dragon in the presence of a tall princess, her face show- 
ing very white against her red hair. There is a naive 
scene of the Magi, whose sleeves are aa long and whose 
hands are aa apidery as those of the princess ; and 
above is an Annunciation. Behind the curtain in the 
fresco a small child is standing who is evidently the 
donor, but some people believe he represents the Infant 
Jesus, which certainly would account for the surprised 
attitude of the Virgin. This wall was painted in the 
sixteenth century by some artist of the Gubbio school, 
but his name we have been unable to discover. Quite 
a different character marks the frescoes upon the next 
wall, which would seem to be the work of an Umbrian 
scholar of Simone Martini, or at least by one more 
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influenced by the Sicncse than the Floreotiae tnascerK 
There is a softness and an ivory tooe in the paintings 
of the saints, a languid look in their eyes, a. Hwe 
about the mouth peculiar to the Umhrian followi 
Simone, who like him succeed less well with male tl 
with female saints. Here the Madonna, seated c 
Gothic throne agninst a crimson dais, with a broad 
forehead and blue eyes, her soft veil falling ia graceRJ 
foldi about her slender neck, ia unusually charming. 
The Sl George with his shield is jjerhapa le»a dis- 
appointing than St. Francis, hut then Simone fails to 
quite express the nature of the Seraphic Preacher. 
We turn to St. Clare of the oval face and clear brown 
eyes, and feel that the painter had a subject which 
appealed to him, even to the brown habit and black 
veil which makes the h.ce seem more delicate and fair. 
Above are the Cruci6xioD, Entombment and Resurrec- 
tion, suggesting in the strained attitudes of the figures a 
ibllowerofPietro Lorenzctti, Some remains of frescoei 
upon the next wall resemble those in the nave of the 
Lower Church, and probably also belong to the secoal 
half of the thirteenth century. Indeed the architecture 
of the chapel bears a striking resemb 
Francesco, so that although this is the original building 
of San Gior^o which existed long before the ~ 
ciscan Basilica, it was in all probability remodelled by 
Fra Campello, who may have given it the preuj< 
grained roof. 

£ut above all the works of art and all the views 
church or convent, the pious pilgrim treasures tb 
privilege of being able to gaze upon the body of the^ 
saint in the crypt below the high altar reached by 
a broad flight of marble stairs. St. Clare had been 
buried so far out of sight and reach that her tomb v 
only fiiund in the year iS;o, after much search had 
been made. Five bishops, with Cardinal Pecci, now 
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Pope Leo XIII, and the magistrates of the towil) were 
present at the opening of the sepulchre ; the iron bars 
which bound it were filed asunder, and the body of the 
saint was found lying clad in her brown habit aa if 
buried hut a little while since ; the wild thyme which 
her companions had sprinkled round her six hundred 
years ago, withered as it was, still sent up a sweet 




Tfagrance, while a few green and tender leaves are said 
to have been clinging to her veil. So great was the 
joy at discovering this precious relic that a procesaioo 
was organised " with pomp impossible to describe." 

On the Sunday at dawn every bell commenced to 
ring calling the people to high mass, and never, says 
a proud chronicler, were so many bishops and such 
a crowd seen as upon that day. At the elevation of 
the Host the bells pealed forth again announcing the 
solemn moment to the neighbouring villages! soon 
after the procession was formed of lay confrater- 
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nitiei, pricBt» and friars, and liiile children dressed a» 
angels strewed the way with flowers. The peaaantt, 
with tears raining down their cheeks, pressed near the 
coffin, and had to be kept hack by some of the Austriaa 
soldiers then quartered in Asaisi, First they went 
to the Cathedral, then to San Francesco, "the body 
of St. Clare thus going to salute the body of her great 
master. Oh admirable dtspositioD of God." It wat 
evening before they returned to the church of Sana 
Chiara, where the nuns aDxioualy awaited them 
entrance of their cloister to place the body of their 
foundress in the chapel of San Giorgio until a sanctuary 
should be built beneath the high altar. It was sooi 
finished, ornamented with Egyptian alabaster and Italiai 
marbles, and the body oi St. Clare was laid there u 
venerated by the faithful. 

As pilgrims stand before a gracing in the dimly 
lighted crypt the gentle rustle of a nun's dress is 
heard ; slowly invisible hands draw the curtain aside, 
and St. Clare is seen lying in a glass case upon i 
satin bed, her face clearly outlined against her black 
and white veils, whilst her brown habit is drawn in 
straight folds about her body. She clasps the book^ 
of her Rule in one hand, and in the other holds a lilf: 
with email diamonds shining on the stamens. The: 
silence is unbroken save for the gentle cUcking of ti__, 
rosary beads elijiping through the fingers of the invisiblai 
nun who keeps watch, and as she leta the cunain dowa 
again and blows out the lights there is a feeling thw 
we have intruded upon the calm sleep of the " Seraphic; 
Mother." 



CHAPTER X 
Other Buildings in the lotjan 

TheCathedtalofSanRufiiio. Roman AssisL. The Palaiio 
Pubblico. The Chiesa Nuova. S. Paolo. Sta. Maria Mag- 
giore, S. Quirico. S. Appolinare. S. Pietro. The Con- 
fraternitie. (Chi™ dei PeUegrini, etc.). The Cantle. 

A SSISI ig the only town we know of in Italy where 
'^ the interest does not centre round ita cathedral 
and a certain sadness is felt, which perhaps is not difG- 
cult to explain ; St. Francis holds all in his spell now 
just as he held the people long ago, so that the saints 
who first preached Christianity to the AGsisana, were 
martyred and brought honour to the city, are almost 
forgotten and their churclies deserted. The citizens, 
though proud of their Duomo, with its beautifiil brown 
facade, hardly appear to love it, and we have often 
thought that they too feel the sense of gloom and isola- 
tion in the small piazza, which makes it a place ill- 
titted to linger in for long. Men come and go so 
silently, women fill their pitchers at the fountain but 
only the splashing of water is heard, and they quickly 
disappear down a street ; even the houses have no life, 
for while the windows are open no one looks out, and 
the total absence of flowers gives them a further lonk 
of desolation. This part of the town was already old 
in medifEval times, and the far away mystery of an 
age which has few records stiU lives around the cathe- 
dra! and its bell tower. San Rufino stands in the very 
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centre of Roman Aseisi and its history begins \ 
soon after the Roman era, one might aay was 
porary with it, as the saint whoae name it bears, i 




martyred in the reign of Diocletian. All the detaili 
of hia death, together with the charming legend about 
the building of" the cathedral, come down to us !n a 
hymn by St. Peter Damian, who, although writing in 
10J2 of things which it is true happened long before, 
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had very likely leamt the tr.idinone about it from the 
Assisans while he lived in his ihouquId hermitage near 
Gubbio. The story goes back to the time when the 
Roman consul of Assisi received orders to stamp out 
the fasC-Bpreadmg toots of Christianity, and began his 
work by putting to death St. Rufino, the pastor of 
the tiny flock. The aoldiers hurried the Bishop down 
to the river Chiaggio and, after torturing him in horrible 
fashion, flimg him into the water with a heavy atone 
round his neck. Some say that the Emperor Dio- 
cletian came in person to see his orders carried out. 
That night the Assisan Christians stole down to the 
valley to rescue the body of their Bishop and place it 
in safety within the castle of Costano, which still stands 
in the fields close to the river but almost hidden by 
the peasant houses built around it. Here, in a marble 
sarcophagus he rested, cared for and protected by each 
succeeding generation of Christiana who had learned 
from tradition to love his memory, and secretly they 
visited the castle in the plain to pray by the tomb of 
the martyred saint. Their vigilance continued until 
the fifth century, when the Christians had already 
begun to burn the Pagan temples and build churches 
of their own. Christianity, indeed, spread so rapidly 
throughout Umbria that other towns cultivated a love 
for relics, and fearing that the body of St. Rufino 
might be stolen from the castle in the open country, 
the Assisans took the first opportunity of bringing it 
within the town. In the year 412 Bishop Basileo, 
with his clergy ;ind congregation met at Costano, to 
seek through prayer some inspiration so that they 
might know where to take the- body of their saint. 
As they knelt by his tomb an old man of venerable 
aspect suddenly appeared among them, and spoke these 
words in the Lord's name; "Take," he said, 'two 
heifers which have not felt the yoke, and harness ihem 
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to 3 car whereon you shnll lay the body oE St. RuJino. 
Follow tlie road taken by the heifers and where they 
stop, there, in his honour shall ye build a church." 
These words were feithfuUy obeyed ; the heifers, know- 
ing what they were to do, turned towards Assisi, and 
brought the relics, through what is now the Porta S. 
Pietro, to that portion of the old town known as the 
" Good Mother " because the goddess Ceres is said to 
be buried there. The heifers then turned slowly round, 
faced the Bishop and his people, and refused to move. 
For some obscure reason the place did not please the 
Assisans, and they began to build a church further up 
the hill ; but every morning they found the walls, which 
had been erected during the preceding day, pulled 
down, until discouraged, they submitted to the augury, 
and returned to the spot chosen by the heifers. Before 
long, over the tomb of the Roman goddess, arose the 
Rrst Christian church of Assiei, dedicated to San 
Rufioo. 

A few years ago the late Canon Elisei who hat 
written many interesting pamphlets on the cnthe- 
dral, obtained permission from the government lo 
clear away the rubble beneath the present church ; 
masses of Roman inscriptions and pieces of aculpturt 
were brought to light, together with part of the primi- 
tive church of Bishop Basileo, and the whole of whit 
is known as the Chiesa Ugonia, from the Bishop ol 
that name who built it in 1028. With lighted torchti 
the visitor can descend to the primitive basilica and 
realise what a peacefiil spot had been chosen for thii 
early place of worship, while picturing the Christiani 
as they knelt round the body of their Bishopt 
the light falling dimly upon them through tht 
narrow Lombard windows. The six columns, with 
their varied capitals rising straight from the gronnJ 
without the support of bases, give a some what 
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funereal aspect, recalling a crypt rather tliao a 
church. The few vestiges of Jrescoea in tlie apse — 
St. Mark and hie lion, and St, Coatanso, Diahop of 
Perugia — are said to be, with the paiatbge io S. 
Celso at Verona, the oldest in Italy after those in the 
catacombs at Rome. Ruins of other freecoea, per- 
haps of the same dale, can be traced above the door 
of the iirst basilica, together with some stone-work 
in low relief of vine leaves and grapes, but it is difficult 
to see them without going behind a column built in 
total disregard of this lower building. The Roman 
sarcophagus is still in the apse where the altar once 
stood, but open and neglected, for the body of St. 
Rufino now lies beneath the altar of the present cathe- 
dral. It is ornamented in rough high relief with the 
story of Endymion ; Diana steps from her chariot 
towaids the sleeping shejiherd, Pomona has her arras 
fitU of fruit and flowers, and there are nymphs and little 
gods of love and sleep. " It appeared to us," remarks 
one prudish chronicler of the church, "the first time 
we beheld it, that it was indecent to have present before 
the eyes of the faithful so miseemly a fable ; our scruples 
we however laid aside in remembering that Holy Church 
is endowed with the power of purging from temples, 
altars and urns, all pagan abominstions, and from super- 
stition to turn them to the true service of God." No 
such scruples existed during the early times, and there 
is an amusing story of how the people wishing to place 
the marble sarcophagus, which had been left at Cos- 
tano five centuries before, in the Chiesa Ugonia, 
were prevented by the Bishop who admired it, and 
had given orders that it should be brought to his 
palace at Sta. Maria Maggiore. A great tumult 
arose in the town, but although the people came to 
blows and the fight was serious on both sides, no blood 
was shed. A further miracle took place when the 
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Bishop, detcrmioed lo ha^e his way, *eni riitty men 
doom to Costano who were uoable to move the sar- 
cophagus which remained ai though rooted in the 
earth ; and the event was the mare remarkable ax 
seven mt:n afterwards brought it at a mn up the 
hill to the church of San Rufino, where it rematDS 
to this day. 

Already two basilicas had been built in honour of 
the satDt, but the AsEisaits dissatisfied with their size 
and magnificence, in the year 1 1 34 called in the inott 
famous architect of the day. Maestro Giovanai of 
Gubbio, who before his deatli in 1210 had all but 
completed the present cathedral and campanile. It 
is a great surprise when, emerging from the narrow 
street leading from the Piazza Mitiersa thinking to 
have seen all that la loveliest in Assisi, we mddetJy 
catch sight of the cathedral and its bell-tower. The 
rough brown stone which Maestro Giovanni has so 
beautifully worked into delicately rounded columns, 
cornices, rose-windows and doors with fantastic beasts, 
sometimes looks as dark as a capucin's habit, but there 
are moments in the late afternoon when all the warmth 
of the sun's rays sinks into it, radiating hues of goldoi 
orange which as suddenly deepen to dark, brown again 
as the liglit dies away behind the Perugian hills. 

All tliree doors are fine with their quaint ornaments 
of birds and beasts and flowers, but upon the central 
one Giovanni expended all his art. It is framed in 
by a double pattern of water-lilies and leaves, 
human faces, beasts, penguins and other birds ' 
a colour in their wings like tarnished gold, 
red marble lions which guard the entrance, 
long arched necks and symmetrical curls, a h 
figure between their jiaws, may belong to an 
earlier period, and perhaps were taken by Gio 
da Gubbio from the Chiesa Ugonia to decorati 
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facade, together with the etruBcan-looking figures 
God the Father, the Virgin and St. Rufmo in 




lunette above. Just below the windows a long row 
of animals, such pre-historic beasts as may have walked 
upon Subasio when no man was there to interrupt their 
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passage, seem to move in endless processioD, and lot 
down with faces one has seen in dreams. 

The interior of the cathedral is a disappoinl 
first we accuse the great Maestro Giovanni for this painw^ 
ful collection of truncated lines and inharmonioi 
until we find how utterly his work was ruini 
sixteenth century by Galeazzo Alessi of Perugia, 
understand what the churcii was live centui ' 
Alessi came, it is necessary to climb the campa _ 
(only those who are attracted by ricketty ladders and 
dizzy heights are advised to make the trial), and when 
nearly halfway up step out on to Alessi's roof, whence 
we can view the havoc he has made. But he could 
not spoil Giovanni's rose-windows, and through one ol 
them we see the castie on its green hill and the tovn ^ 
below, cut into sections as though we were looking J 
at the Umbrian world through a kaleidoscope. ■ 

The outside of San Rutino is so lovely thai we'l 
should be inclined to advise none to enter, and thus apcMl'fl 
the impression it makes, were it not for the triptycll'J 
by Niceolo da Foligno, " the first painter in whom the \ 
emotional, now passioniite and violent, oow mystic and 
estatic, tempernment of St. Francis' countrymen wu 
revealed." ' Here we find a dreamy Madonna with 
flaxen hair, surrounded by tiny angels even imirer than 
herself in crimson and golden garments folded about 
their hips. The lunettes above are studded with 
patches of jewel-colour, angels spreading their pointed 
wings upwards as they seem to be wafted lo and fro 
by a breeze. Four tall and serious saints stand round 
the Virgin like columns ; to the right St. Peter Damiin 
busily writing in a book, and St. Marcello, an Assisan 
martyr of the fourth century who might pass for t 
typiral Italian priest of the present day. On the Idt 

' Bemhard Berenwn, "Central Italian paintera of thr 
Renalstance," p. U. 
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is St. Rufino in the act of giving his pastoral blessing, 
and St. Eeuberanzio, another of Assisi'e early martyrs, 
holding a rhissal. They stand in a meadow thickly 
overgrown with flowers drawn with all Niccolu's firm 
outline and loie of detail. Fine as the picture ia, it 
cannot compare with the charjiiing predella where the 
artisthas worked with chedclicacy of a miniature painter. 
It represents the martyrdom of St. Rufino ; in the 
first small compartment the Roman soldiers on horse- 
back, their lances held high in the air, followed by a 
group of prying boys, watch the Bishop's tortures as 
the flames shoot up around him ; and in the distance 
are two small hill-towns with the towers of Coatano in 
the plain. Then follows the scene where two young 
Assisan Christians have come down to the Chiaggio to 
rescue the body of their saint from the river. He lies 
stiffly in their arms, attired in his episcopal vestments, 
and the water has sucked the long folds of his cope 
below its surface. The last represents the procession 
of citizens led by Bishop Basileo bringing St. Rufino's 
body from Costano, and is one of the most exquisite 
bits of Umbrian painting. NiecolS has placed the 
scene in early morning, the air is keen among the 
mountains, the sun has just reached Assisi, seen against 
the white slopes of Subasio, and turns its houses to a 
rosy hue, while the tiny wood in the plain is still in 
deepest shadow. The white-robed acolytes mount the 
hill in the sunlight followed by the people and the 
heifers which ought, Niccolo has forgotten, according 
to the legend, to have led the way. The picture la 
signed Opus Nicholai De Fuligneo MCCCCLX. 

The only other fine things in the cathedral are the 
stalls of intarsia work of carved wood, by Giovanni di 
Pier Giacomo da San Severino (1520), a pupil of the 
man who executed the far finer stalls in San Fran- 
cesco. In the chapel of the Madonna del Pianto is a 
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1882. The statue of St. Rufino ia by another 
Frenchman, M. Lemoyce. 

The proudest poseeGsion of San Rufino is the font in 
which St. Francis, St. Clare, St. Agnes and Frederick 
II, were baptised, and the slooe is shown upon which 
the angi'l knelt, who in the disguise of a pilgrim 
assisted at the baptism of Assisi's saint. Often did 
Francis come to San Rufino to preach when the email 
church of S. Giorgio could no longer hold the 
crowds who flocked to hear him, and the hut where 
the saint spent his nights in prayer and meditation 
before he preached in the cathedral is now a chapel. 
This was tlie place of the miracle when his companions 
at Rivo-Torto saw him descend towards them in a 
chariot of fire (see p, 238). In the time of the saint 
it was the cottage of a market-gardener and still stands 
amidst a vineyard, one of the prettiest and sunniest 
spots in the town, where vines, onions, wild flowers 
and cherry trees grow in happy confusion, and birds 
and peasants sing all day long. 

The charm of the Cathedral is best realised after 
witnessing one of its many ceremonies, when the canons 
in crimson and purple, processions of scarlet clothed 
boys swinging censers, and the Bishop seated beneath 
a canopy of yellow damask his cope drawn stiffly to 
the ground by a fussing acolyte, recall some of the 
magnificence of the middle ages. The young priests 
bow low before the Bishop on their way to the altar, 
return to their seats and bow again ; incense fills the 
church ; the organ peals half drown the tenor's 
song, and through it all, from the staUs, drone the 
voices of the canons reciting their office. It is a 
gorgeous service but without a congregation, for even 
the beggars have not stolen in ; and Niecolo'a Madonna 
looks out upon the scene wiili big soft eyes which 
seem to follow us into the darkest comers of the aisles, 
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Roman Asscsi. 

Absiel is so much 3 place of one idea — of one interest 
— around which everything has grown, that it is diiS" 
cult to remember that a fairly important town 
in Roman times, and that the Roman buildings, Btill ' 
be (leen are, in the opinion of Mr Freeman, worth 
viiiit even if the church of San Francesco had never 
arisen. Some pleasant hours may be passed findio] 
the sites of pagan monuments, the remains of ancieo 
walla, and tracing the outline of the original town* II 
every case we see how Roman Assisi has, in 
marked way, become part of Media;val Assisi, 
having been erected upon the foundations of Roi 
houses and Christian churches upon the sites of ai 
temples. The Temple of Hercules stood at the 
of Via S. Quirico (now Via Garibaldi) where it tut 
up to the ancient palace of the Scifi j while the Poi 
Mojano, near which old walls and part of an aquedt 
can be seen, took its name from a temple of Jan 
which stood between it and the Vescovado. Stani 
a little off the Piazza Nuova, in a part of the towl 
known as the "Gorga," are the remains of the amphi- 
theatre. It would be difficult to find much of the 
original edifice, but houses having been built exactly 
on the ancient site its shape has been preserved, and thia 
strange medley of old and new wae thought worthy of a 
doric entrance gate by Galeazzo Alessi, Much the 
same thing has happened with many of the castles in 
the country near Assisi, where the peasant houses 
grouped round them in such a way that only by 
trating into the midst of a tangled mass of dwclli 
can the vestige of a lower be here and there disci 
to remind us of its former state. Assisi, though of 
military importance at that time, aspired to become 
little Roman town even more perfect than her ii< 
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bows on the hilla. The broad and strongly built drain 
which extends from near the Porta Pcrlici beneath the 
Piazza Nuova to the garden behind San Rufino, ia 
aaid to have been used to carry off the water from the 
amphitheatre after the mimic sea-fights which in 
Roman timea were so popular. A use waa found for 
all things, and in time of war a Roman drain proved 
a moat efficient means of eBcaf>c, especially when the 
Bnglioni were raiding the town and putting to death 
all they met upon their road. 

Some small remains of a Roman theatre are to be 
seen near the cathedral but sa buried amidst a wild 
garden that it ia difficult to form any juct idea of its 
extent. The most splendid piece of masonry, a 
Roman cistern, lies beneath the campanile of the 
cathedral and can be easily looked into by the light of 
a torch, the sacristan even suggests a descent into its 
dark depths by means of a rickety ladder. An inscrip- 
tion recording the proud feet that Assisi possessed an 
amphitheatre has been removed to the cathedra! where 
it is placed above the side entrance to the left. Other 
large portions qf Roman walls are to be found at the 
back of a shop in the Via Portiea and also in the Via 
San Paolo ; both are marked upon the map. In those 
days the town seems to have been identical with what 
we now call old Assisi, namely the quarter round San 
Rufino extending to the portion round San Fran- 
ccscuccio where are noticed the arched Lombard 
windows. 

But by far the most interesting record of this early 
age is the Temple of Minerva, which in spile of the 
damage done when it was turned into a church, and 
the way in which the mcdifcval buildings are crowded 
round it, yet remains one of the most beautiful of 
ancient monuments. The raising of the Piazza makes 
it diliicult to realise, without going below ground, how 
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impOBing the temple must hive been when its ateps led 
straight down to the Foruro. Thie can be reached by 
descending from the Piazza into the " scavi," or ex- 
cavations, where etanda the great altar with drains iot 
the blood of the victims ; the long inscription giving 
the name of the doQor of the Temple runs : 



It is well known that Goethe went to Assisi aolelf 
to see the Temple, and surprised the citizens by goiii' 
straight down the hill again without stopping to virf 
San Francesco, He wished to keep unimpaired tbt 
impression this perfect piece of classical architecton 
had made upon his mind, and we cannot refrab froB 
translating his enthusiastic description of it for t 
pages. 

" From Palladio and Volkmaan I had gather 
that a beautiful temple of Minerva, of the time 
Augustus, was still standing and perfectly preserved^ 
Asking a good-looking youth where Maria i' 
Minerva was, he led me up through the city whicl 
itands on a hill. At length we reached the olderil 
part of the town, and I beheld the noble building 
standing before me, the first complete monument 
ancient days that I had seen. A modest temple 
befitted Bo small a town, yet so perfect, so finely con- 
ceived, that its beauty would strike one anTwhere 
But above all its position ! Since reading in Vitn 
and Palladio how cities ought to be built and templl 
and other public ediSces situated, I have a great rcsp 
for these things. . . . The temple stands halfway 
the mountain, jast where two hills meet together, at 
a piazza which to this day is called the Piazza. 
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S. Paolo 

In old times there were probably oo houaea opposite 
to prevent the view. Abolish diem in imagination, 
and one would look towards the south over a most 
fertile land, whilst the sanctuary of Minerva would be 
visible from everywhere. Probably the plan of the 
streets dales from long ago as thej follow the con- 
formatioQ and sinaosittesof the mountain. The temple 
ia not in the centre of the Piazza, but is so placed that 
a Btrikiug, though fore -shortened, view of it is obtained 
by the traveller coming from Rome. Not only should 
the building itself be drawn but also its Jine position. 
I could not gaze ray fiill of the fagade ; how harmonious 
and genial ia the conception of the artist. . . . Un- 
willingly I tore myself away, and determined to draw 
the attention of all architects to it so that correct 
drawings may be made ; for once again have I been 
coDvinced that tradition is untrustworthy. Palladio, 
on whom I relied, gives us, it is true, a picture of tbis 
temple, but he cannot have seco it, as he actually places 
pedestals on the level whereby the columns are thrown 
up too high, and we have an ugly Palmyrian mona- 
troeity instead of what is a tranquil, charming object, 
satisfying to both the eye and the understanding. It 
is impossible to describe the deep impression I received 
from the contemplation of this edi£ce, and it will 
produce everlasting fruit."' 

S. Paoix)> 

A little off the Piazza della Minerva is the old 
Benedictine church dedicated to St. Paolo, erected in 
1074, when it probably stood alone with its monastery 
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and not, as now, wedged in with other houses. BuA 
in the very ht-art of Roman AsEisi, its itiundattons re 
upon solid walls of travertine, where a Becret passag 
reaches to the castle. In thii part of the town thei 
are several underground passages spreading out i 
various directions, rerciinding us of the insecurity a 
life in the early times "when Pagan consuls persecuWl' 
the weaker Christian sect. Just within the doorw^ 
of the church, now aJas thickly coated with whiu 
wash, is an ionic column belonging to some Isuilding d 
importance which must have Btood within the For 
Few people visit S. Paolo as it is only menuoned ii 
local guide-books, and the passing stranger is general^ 
told that there is nothing to see which is bon 
the modesty of its exterior ; but no lover of the earl 
Umbrian school who has the time to spare should fail 
to step in, if only for a moment, as on a wall t 
left of the entrance is a large fresco by Matteo dft 
Gunldo. He has signed the date in the corner — 147K 
— though not his name, but it would be difficult tff 
mistake ao characteristic 3 work of this delightfa 
painter. The Virgin, tall and stately, is accompanii 
by St. Lucy, who holds her eyes upon a dish and t 
clothed in a richly coloured orange gown iaUing i 
heavy folds about her \ on the other side is St. Aosai 
the patron of the Sienese, looking in his elegant greei 
jacket, trimmed with fur, more like a courtier than s 
holy martyr. He holds hia lungs in one hand, because 
he is a patron of people suffering from consiunptioOj 
but why we know not, as there was nothing in thew* 
he met his death in the river Arbia by the order D 
Diocletian to explain the presence of this strangCi 
symbol. He stands in Matteo's fresco very d^ntil^ 
by the Madonna's side, pointing lier out to the s 
donor who is seen kneeling in a doorway. The colos 
is deep, perhaps a litde crude, and if the figures mi; 
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Palazzo Pubblico 

seem somewhat stiff and their draperies angular, all such 
defects are amply redeemed by the small angels on 
the arch above, who composedly gaze down upon the 
Madonna as they sing and play to her. 



Palazzo FuBBLrco or. Pala'zzo Commuhale 

In the beginning of the thirteenth century the civil 
affairs of Assisi had assumed such iarge proportions 
that it was found impossible to transact business in 
unsheltered quarters of the piazza as had hitherto been 
done, and the citizens determined to build a Palazzo 
Pubblico. Other towns were rising to municipal im- 
portance, notably Perugia whose palace tor her priors 
proved a beautiful example of a gothic building, 
while Assisi was directing all efforts to adorn her 
churches. A house was bought belonging to the same 
Benedictine abbot of Mount Subasio, who had given 
the humble dwellings to St. Francis, and on its site 
they erected the present municipal palace, which was 
enlarged in '275 and again in the fifteenth century, 
but it always remained a humble building with little 
pretensions to fine architecture. Here the priors and 
the consuls ruled the citizens in the absence of a 
despot, while in the palace of the Capitano del Popolo 
(now the residence of the Catablnieri) , whose lower 
dates from 1276, the council of the citizens met to 
check the tyranny of the governing faction. These 
municipal magnates lived upon opposite sides of 
the Piazza, and acted as a drag upon each 
other in civil matters. The many small towns, 
villages and castle^i which were beneath the yoke 
of Assisi in mediaeval times have been represented 
by a modern artist in the entrance hall of the Palazzo 
Pubblico, and are a happy recojd of her days of con- 
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quest and prosperity, which are duly remembered b 
There ia also a picture by Sermei of S 



1 which, painted 1 
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o a picture of 
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Francis blessing Aesisi from the plaii 
in the sixteenth century, is interesting a 
the town at that time. There is als 
Elias hung upon the wall, intended as 
not as an object for popular devotion, 
been made to adapt one of the rooms 
Umbrian art, and a few frescoes taken from walls a 
convents and transferred to canvas are preserved her^ 
giving some idea, notwithstanding their ruined c 
tion, of the liberal way in which Umbrian artist 
tributed their work In every corner of the town. The| 
gateway of S. Giacomo exposed to constant 
wind and rain, was yet thought a fitting plac 
Fiorenzo di Lorenzo to paint a fresco of a beautiful 
Madonna. It now looks sadly out of place in this room 
of the Municipio with a little paper ticket on the _ 
corner of the canvas marking it as No. 17. TbsJ 
half figures of angels, No. 23 and No. 14, by Matteol 
da Gualdo, were taken from the Confraternity of Si'^ 
Crispino together with No, 21. From the Chiesa 
iei Pellegrini came No. j, the Madonna and Saints by 
Ottaviano Nelli of Guhbio ; while No. 6, a Madonna, 
with angels holding a red damask curtain behiod her, 
was found at the fountain of Mojano and is attributed 
toTiberiod'Aasisi. Thatmysteriouapainter L'Ingegno 
d'Assisi may be the author of No. i z. Vasari recounts 
how he learnt his art in the workshop of Perugino in 
company with Raphael, and even helped his master in 
the Cambio frescoes. His real name was Andrea Aloisi, 
the nickname of Ingegno arising from the fact that 
he was looked up to by his fellow citizens as a very 
remarkable man, for not only could he paint beauti- 
ful Madonnas but he was a distinguished Procurator, 
Arbitrator, Syndic and Camerlingo Apostolico. But 
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to try and trace his work is like following a will-o'- 
the-wisp, for no sooner do we hear of a ireaco by 
hira than it eventually turns out to be by Fiorenzo 
di Lorenzo or by Adone Doni, and this fresco in 
the MuDicipio is the only one in Asaisi which may be 
by hira. If it ia, Tiberio d'Aastsi would seem to 
have been his master and not Perugino. 

In the same room is a small but interesting painting 
in fresco (No. 87), the figure of a winged Mercury, 
which was excavated a few years ago in the Caea 
Rocchi, via Cristofani. In another room is the head 
of a saint which aome believe to be also of Roman 
times, but a good authority attributes it to a late 
follower of Raphael. The saint's head is seen against 
a shadowy blue landscape, and like all Umbrian things 
has an indescribable cfiarm, a feeling that the artist 
loved the valleys in spring-time, and tried to convey 
some of the soft colour of the young com and budding 
trees into tlie picture he was painting. 



The Chiesa Nuova 

A little below the Piazza della Minerva is the 
Chiesa Nuova, built at the expense of Philip III, of 
Spain in 1615 by the Aasisan artist Giorgetti and 
finished in seven years. Few people come to Aseiai 
without visiting it, for although containing nothing 
of artistic value, it stands upon the site of the Caaa 
Bernardone, and recalla many incidenta of St Franci*' 
life. The small door is shown through which Madonna 
Pica passed when the angel disguised as a pilgrim 
told her that her son was to be born in a stable, and 
we see part of the cell where St. Francis endured such 
cruel imprisonment from his father, until his mother in 
the absence of Messer Pietro let bim out to return 
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10 hii haunts at Sao Oamiano and the CarcerL* Otb 
places preserve more of the chaiDi of the saiot t 
the Chicaa NuDva. 

Two buildings in the town are int 
with St. Francis, his fether's shop ii 
tbe entrance of which the scdptor of St. BemardiiH/iH 
door at the (rancbcan convent has adorned with i 
beautiful pattern of flowers, shields and cupida ; and 
the house of Bernard of Quintaralle which is reached 
from this street by the Via S. Gregorio. It is now 
the Palazzo Sbaraglini and has no doubt been much 
enlarged since the thirteenth ceotury, but the little old 
door above a flight of alepa bears the unmistakable stamp 
of age ; it leads into a long vaulted room, now a chapel^ 
which there seems every reason to beUeve i 
one where Bernard, the rich noble, invited St. Franc^ 
to slay with him at a time when he doubted 1 
sanaity. The story is too long to quote and i 
tracts would only spoil it, but the pilgrim to / 
should read it as related i ' ' ' 
the Fiarelli {chap. iii.). Popular devotion 
happily not tampered with this corner of the towo % 
it has with the house of the Bernardone. 

Sta. Maria Maggiore 
This romanesque church stands above a Ronii 
building whose columns and mosaic Hoor can easily tj 
seen from the garden behind the apse, and for n 
centuries it was the cathedral of Aasisi as is testified b 
its close proximity to the Bishop's place. But therefl 
now little lo remind us of any pretensions to spleS 

' The legend that Si. Franc 
dates from the fifteenth century and arose out of the dedL 
of the franclicans to make hia life resemble that of ChriM 
The lite of thii itttfale, which li nuv 
Interett whatever. 
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dour which it may once have possessed, only vestiges 
of the frescoes destroyed by the great earthquake 
1833 caa be seen on its Witlls, and i ' 
in H cupboard of the 
sacristy - 
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Gubbio, and finished 
later by the help of St 
Francis who is said 
to have rebuilt the 
a[Me One gladh 
hurries out of it mio 
the little piazza which 
though the huniWest 
looking in Assisi, 
lery famoua for the 
scenes it has witncbsed 
Here St. Francis re 
nounced the world in 
the prcseni,e of his 
angry father and re 
ceived proteaion from 
Bishop Guido i (see p. 

235). Many years later the dying saint was brought to 
rest at the Bishop's palace near the church, and edified 
those who guarded the gates by singing so gaily in the 
midst of terrible suiFering. Then again when a quarrel 
arose between Guido and the Fodesta of Assisi, two 
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frian came up with a nesEa^e of peace fixim Sl Fra 
then on hie deaihbed at the Poniuncda, who had b 
with grief of the dissension. The nory, and 




one we may be sui e, has been faithfiiUy recorded 9 
Brother Lto, who teils us how " when all \ 
scmbled together in the piazza by the Bishop 
the two brethren rose up and eaid : " The blei 
310 
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Francis in his illness has composed a canticle CO the 
Lord concerning His creatures, to the praise of the 
Lord Himself and for the edification of the people." 
It was the verse beginning " Praised be my Lord for 
all those who pardon one another for His love's sake," 
which he had added to his Hymn to the Sun (see p, 
79). All listened intently to the message which so 
touched the heart of the Podesta that he flung himself 
at the Bishop's feet and promised to make amends for 
his otfence for the love of Christ and the Blessed 
Francis. The Bishop lifting him from the gromid 
apobe words of forgiveness and peace, and then " with 
great kindness and love they embraced and kissed one 
another." 

Convents of S. Quirico and S. Appolinare 
Every church and convent wall in Assisi was once 
adorned by frescoes, and even now, when time and ill- 
usage have done their best to ruin them, it is still 
possible to come upon delightful specimens of Unibrian 
art. But they are so stowed away in out of the way 
corners that one hardly likes to pass a door, however 
poor and uninviting, without glancing in to see what 
treasure may be hidden away behind it. 

Curiosity was amply rewarded one day while visiting 
the convent of S. Quirico which we pass on the way 
from Sta. Maria Maggiore to S. Pietro, attracted there 
by the small fresco of the Virgin and St. Anne by 
Matteo da Gualdo over the door. The whitewashed 
parlour contained nothing of interest, not even a nun 
peered through the iron grating, but a murmur from the 
attendant about frescoes drew us to a window where, 
above the brown-tiled roof undei a rough pent ledge, 
exposed to rain and wind, w^s a fresco of Christ rising 
from the tomb, and four small angels. It is not per~ 
hapB one of Matteo da Gualdo's most pleasing com- 
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positions and might be paiaed Dnnoticed in a galleryJ 
but the thought of ihe wealth of Umbrian art, when 

left their paintings over gateways upon cityl 
walls, and above a roof where even the nuns can 
scarcely see it as they walk in the cloister below, give 
it a peculiarly Assisan charm which we cannot easily 
forget. A few steps fimher on, down the Bor 
Pietro, is the large convent of S. Appolbare, r 
able for its pretty campanile of brick, and a whee 
window above the door. It once possessed i 
irescoes of the fourteenth and fifteenth century, 1 
now it is not worth while to seek admittance for t' 
arc much destroyed ; some have been ruthlessly c 
two by lowering the ceiling of the rooms, and onlg 
here and there, where the whitewash has peeled t 
faces of Madonnas and saints look out like gboiti ii 
prisoned in a convent wall. 

S. PlETRO 

The church of S, Pietro stands upon 
piazza surrounded by mulberry trees, with , 
outlook upon the valley. The central door, sup* 
ported by two lions, has a twisted design of water4 
plants and birds which formerly were coloured, bnt^ 
now only show here and there traces of green stalks 
on a dark red background. A finely carved inacrifn- 
tion above it records thai b the year 1 2 1 S the cistercian 
Abbot Rustico built the facade, but 'V£ proud h 
believe the church itself to have existed in the 
century, thus claiming for it the honour of being t 
Hrst church erected in Assisi. The present buildinj 
cannot be older than 1253 when it was rebuilt after a 
great fire, and consecrated by Innocent IV, The ii 
terior is finely proportioned, and the remains of ; 
frescoes discovered upon the walla show the 3 
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the Assisans in makiag all their churchefj, as well a« 
San Francesco, as beautiful as they could. 

In the small chapel to the left of the high altar are 
four stencilied medallions of a hunter with his dogs 
chasing 3 stag, besides symmetrical patterns like those 
of the nave of the Lower Church of San Francesco. 
Over the altar is a signed jiicture by Matteo da Gualdo 
(he was at Assiiii in 1458, but the date here is partly 




effaced], of a Madonna w th a choir of angds, and 
upon either aide St Peter and the Assiaan martyr St 
Vittormo By standing on the altar steps a freico 
of the Annunciation of the fifteenth century miy be 
seen on the wall of the sacrwty, discovered beneath the 
usual layer of whitewash home fifty years ago The 
angel s profile, the hair turned back m waves from the 
flee over the shoulderb is clearly outlined, and shows 
jiale aga nst the golden light of his wings But the 
real treasures of this church, according to a pious 
author, are the bones of Sc Vittormo, an Assisan 
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ChriGti^D who was the second Biehop of Asairi, ; 
died a martyr's death la the third century. Id i6 
these relics were depoBited in a more suitable mar 
urn than the one that had contained them before, dor 
a grand ceremonjr presided over by a Baglioni, Biaht 
of Perugia. Otlier bones and ashee of some Romi 
martyrs were afterwords added which were tak 
from the cemetery at Rome by the Abbot of S 
Pietro "to further enrich his church." 



The Confraternities 
An enduring mark of St. Francis' influence u 
in the number of confraternities established in ^ 
which, if they have lost many of their primitlTe 
tome, still retain a hold upon the people and arc 
great feature of the town. Hardly a day passes with< 
out fleeing members either preparing for a 
one of their chapels, or following a church 
or carrying the dead along the cypress walk from Poi 
S. Giacomo to the cemetery. Clothed in long gr 
hooded cloaks, iiolding lanterns and candles and sin 
ing their mediteval hymns, these citizens of the nin 
teenth century belong to Assisi of the past as much 
all her frescoes and early buildings. Their oripn gG 
back to the middle of the thirteenth century when, o 
of the great devotional movement due to Sc Franc 
arose that strange body of penitents the Flagellant 
who are said to have first appeared in Perugia, ai 
thence spread throughout Italy. ^ " The moTcment,' 
says Dr Creighton, " passed away \ but it left its dre 
as a di.itinctive badge to the confraternities of mert 
which are familiar to the traveller in the streets i 
many ciues of Italy." Assisi was among the first I 

' See S(»jD/^J'irui;;fl(niL'dinalaerieBj,p. Iii, for the lego 
of their origin in th>C town. 
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witness the hordes of fenatics who roamed from town 
to town increasiDg as they passed like a swarm of locusts 




ihroupli tl (. land jnd 1 1 n il night going fo th i: 
the streets clothed n wh te garments to dani.e a dac 
of the dead, clanging bones together as they saog 



The Story of As sin 

was inevitable that their passage through Assiai shooli 
hav(? its results, and maay brotherhoods were fouDded|J 
those who had no chapels of their own met in S. Piel 
or S. Maria delle Rose, where they performed tl 
penances,sometimeB,aB in thecase of theBattuti (Flage 
lante), beating themiielveg as they sang the wild, lot 
inspired hymns of Jacopone da Todi, the trancisca 
poet of Umbria. Since those days their fervour \ 
taken a more practical form, and very simple 
services. 

The members of San Francescticcio, or Dellc Slimate, 
ever to and fro upon some errand of mercy, belong 
CO the most important confraternity, and own one of 
the moat picturesque chapels in the towns. When ii 
doors are open during early Mass or Benediction t! 
sound of prayer and chanting comes serosa the quied 
road, and in the blaze of candle-light is seen the gre*^ 
Crucifixion of Ottaviano Nelli (?) in tiie lunette of tb 
wall above the altar. At other times, the chapel bein 
BO sunk below the level of the road with no window! 
to light it, both fresco and the charming groined n 
blue as that of San Francesco, can with difficulty be 
seen. The pent roof outside overshadows some Umbrian 
frescoes by Matteo da Gualdo recording the famooE 
miracle of the roses which flowered for St. Francis in 
the snow, and which he offered to the Virgin at the Alur 
of the Portiuneula. On the wall to the right are some 
ruined frescoes in terra-verde by a scholar of Matteo. 

Another confraternity in this street is San Criifh 
which once possessed a picture by Niccolo Alunnfl 
but that has long since disappeared, and only fiUH 
patches of colour remain above its gateway. There ai 
many other confraternities, but as they do i 
possess pictures of interest, we only mention 
others ; and iirst of these, the Oratory of St. Antho 
the Abhot, or Chiaa del Pe/lt^rini, which every vitiK 
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to Assisi ought to visit.^ After the Church of San 
Francesco it is by far the most important sight of the 
town i a Lombard fai;ade, z Roman temple, or a 
medieval castle, delightful and beautiful as they ^e, 
may be seen elsewhere, but we know nothing widi 
such individual charm as the little chapel of St. 
Anthony, in the Via Superba. So often a hundred 
vicissitudes arrested the adornment of a building dur- 
ing those troubled times of the middle ages, but here 
we find a small and perfectly proportioned oratory 
decorated with frescoes upon the ceiling and upon 
every wall, by two Umbriaji masters who have 
sought to make it a complete and perfect sanctuary 
of Umbrian art. 

Built in I431 by the piety of the brotherhood of 
St. Anthony the Abbot, it served as a private chape! 
to the adjoining hoBpital, where pilgrims coming to 
pray at the shrine of St. Francis found food and 
shelter for three days. The liberal donations given 
by Guidantonio, Duke of U rhino and sometime 
Lord of Assifii, whose devotion to the saint was 
great, may have enabled the confraternity to adorn 
it with its many frescoes. Outside, in the arched 
niche above tie door, are the patrons of the chapel, 
St. Anthony and St, James of Campostello, that 
great saint of pilgrims, with a frieze of small angels 
above them playing upon various instrunieots, also 
by Matteo da Gualdo. To him we owe the fair 
Madonna over the altar who gazes so dreamily before 
her, and sits so straight upon her throue. Angeh 

' The chapel U alio called the ChUm di S. C^irina be- 
cause the memberi of that confraternity have charge of 
it. It 18 often open, but thould it be closed, there 19 
always some one about ready to obtain the key from the 
house in ihe same street Via Superba, now Via Priodpe 
di Napoli, No. 12, oppoilte Palazzo Bernal)ei. 
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gather roaad bending towards their inatrumenta with 
earnest faces ; Matteo'a angels can never only calmly 
pray, they must Hing or else play on tambourines, 
viole d'amore, cymbals aad organs. Less pleanng 
arc the large figures of Sc James and St. Anthony, 
while in contrast to them are the slender winged 
figures on either side bearing tall candelabra, and 
moving forward with such stately step, their white 
garments sweeping in long folds behind there, tiiw 
feir curls just ruffled by the- air. Surely Matteo must 
have been thinking of a group of babies at play in die 
cornfields, or under the hedges near his own Urabrian 
town, when he painted that frieze of laughing children, 
with little caps fitting so closely round their 1 
who are tossing the branches of red and white 
up into the air. Each one is diffcreni, and all ar 
of gracefid movement. They divide the 
below from that of the Annunciation, which r 
the manner of Bocciiiis da Camerino, the master < 
Matteo. He paints a swallow, the bird i 
ing spring, perched outside the Virgin's bedroom, 
symbolise the promise of redemption, and 
meant to represent the lion of Judah walks leisur^ 
towards the Madonna. 

Matteo da Gualdo, as the inacripuon tells, work< 
here in 1468, and Pier Antonio da Foligoo, knc 
Mezzastris, came in 1481 to paint the rest of the chapti 
and upon the right wall he related the most famous q 
St. James' miracles in a naTve and delightfiil i 
The legends tells how in the time of Pope Calixtus I 
a certain German with his wife and son on their 1 
to the saint's Spanish shrine of Carapostello lodged 1 
Tolosa, where their boat's daughter fell in 
the fair young German. But he, being a cautioj 
youth, resisted every advance of the Spanish i 
who sought to avenge herself by hiding a silver d 
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ing cup belonging to her father in his wallet. The 
theft was discovered, and the judge of Tolosa con- 
demned the young pilgrim to be hanged. Pier Aptonio 
has painted the scene when the father and mother, after 
visiting Campoateilo, return to take a last look at the 
place where their boo was executed and find him well : 
"O my mother ! O my father! " he says, "do not 
lament for me, as I have never been in better cheer, 
the blessed Apostle James is at my side, sustaining me 
and filling me with celestial joy and comfort." In 
the fresco near the altar the atory is continued ; the 
judge, atout and imposing as one of Benoizo Gozzoli's 
Florentine merchants, is seated at a table in crimson 
and ermine robes surrounded by hia friends; when the 
pilgrim and his wife arrive and beg him to release 
their SOD. Somewhat bored at being interrupted at his 
banquet he mocks them, saying : " What meanest thou, 
good woman \ Thou art beside thyself. If thy son 
lives BO do these fowls before me." No sooner had 
he spoken than, to the astonishment of all, the cock 
and hen stood up on the dish and the cock began to crow, 
as we see in Mezzastris' fresco. On the opposite wall 
aremiracleaof St. Anthony. In the fresco near the door 
he is sitting in the porch of the church surrounded by 
his companion hermits ; they are watching the arnva] 
of camels which, in answer to the saint's prayer, have 
brought a supply of food neatly corded on their backs. 
The artist has pictured the desert with sandy mountains, 
little flowers growing in the burning sand and thick 
grass in the wood by the convent. In the second 
fresco St. Anthony, beneath a portico of lapis lazzuli 
and green serpentine, is distributing the food brought 
by the friendly camels, to the beggars, who appear as 
suddenly upon the scene as the beggars do in an Assisan 
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1 the 



eiling. Pope Leo III, St. 
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Bonaventure, St. laidor of Seville and St. Augustine^, 
and the angels with shieid-ahaped wings, are also 1^ 
Meziastria. A graceful piece of his work is 
Christ above the door, in a glory of angela who forM 
a wreath around Him with their wings like eheavs* 
of yellow wheat. Delightfijl, but very dilferent ftooi 




Matteo's, are the cupid-angels Sying across the akj 
clouds, and the two seated playing with a shield u 
which is painted the pilgrim's scallop-shell. 

The figure of St. James near the door is of si 
interest, being a much restored work of a pupil 4 
Perugino; but in the -dark corner on the other sideij 
says Mr Dereason, a youthfiil work of Fiorenzo A 
Lorenzo, It is the young St. Ansano holding 1 ' 
lunga suspended daintily from one finger as io ti 
fresco of S. Paolo, and lookiog so charming in his pag« 
320 
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dress, his fair curls fiiUing about hia shoulderi. He 
stands at the entrsDce of a cave with pointed rocks 
above, and saxifrage xaA ferns deUcately drawn are 
growing in their crevices. Would that Mezzastris 
had given his pupil a larger space of wall to work on, 
30 that we might have had more saints and landscapes 
like these. We leave the chapel with regret, giving 
one last look at Matteo's Madonna and his frieze of 
child-angela, and then go out into the long broad 
Via Principe di Napole. Its fine palaces, once the 
abode of some of the richest nobles of the town, have 
now been turned into schools and hospitals, and our 
thoughts once more revert to the past days of prosperity 
and magnificence as we walk along this grand but 
silent street where the grass growa unmolested between 
the stones. A little way further on to the right is the 
fine hggta of the Monit Frumentario which in olden 
times was an agricultural Monte di Pieta, where 
the peasants who had no other possessions than the 
produce of the fields would come to pawn their grain 
in time of need. The door is finely sculptured, and 
the delicate chiselling of the capitals of the pillars of 
the loggia mark it as a work of the fourteenth century. 
Not far from the Chieaa dei Pellegrini, but to the left, 
stands one of the oldest Assisan houses which does 
not seem to have suffered much alteration since it was 
built. It was the lodge of the Comacine guild of 
workers, who have left their sign of the rose 
between the Compass over the entrance, and two pieces 
of sculpture, showing that those to whom the house 
belonged were people who worked at some trade. 
It does not appear to have been a dwelling-house, 
but only a place where the members of the guild, 
employed in building the different civil and religious 
buildings for the Asstsans, could meet together to dis- 
cuss their interests, draw out iJieir plans and execute 
X 3ai 
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San Kufinucc'to and San Lorenvio 

we get into delightful lanes above the town and reach 
another Uttle confraternity, the oldest of all, San 
RufiniKcio.^ Its Email chapel, built of alternate layers 
of pink and white Subaaian stone, is a very characteristic 
example of an Umbrian way-side sanctuary, always open 
in the olden days for the peasants to come into for rest 
and prayer. It is worth a visit, not on!y because the 
way there is beautifijl, but also for the grand Cruci- 
fixion painted above the altar by the decorator of St. 
Nicholas' Chapel in San Francesco. It is a strong 
and splendid composition, which even much repainting 
has been unable to destroy. Unfortunately the scenes 
at the sides can only just be seen. Below, the half- 
length Madonna and angele by another artist recall the 
Annunciation of S, Pietro, in the marked outline of 
their pale faces and the rainbow colour of clothes and 

Turning off fi-om the Via Nuova to the left we 
mount still higher through the olive groves along a path 
possessing no name, but which is the nicest way to the 
heights above the town. We come in a few minutes 
to the confraternity of San Lorenzo, standing somewhat 
below the level of the casde. It has nothing of 
interest inside, but behind the wooden covering of the 
gateway at the side is a fresco by an unknown Umbrian 
artist, an Assisan perhaps, who above the Virgin's 
throne signs himself " Chola Pictor." He paints the 
faces of his taints with a smooth surface, betraying 
the influence of Simone Martini which he felt together 
with many of his fellow Umbrian artists. The Virgin's 
throne is foil of wonderhjl ornaments ; unfortunately 
the fresco has suffered from a large crack across the 
wall. Very quaint is a group of honded members of 
the confraternity at her feet, and there is a charming 
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Rgore of Sc luvm^ joon^ vn Ai oval boc a 

fatowD eye*, bnt lo be wa oo^ from die t 

ladder at be ii patmed b » i 

ha* been tnggetted to remore i 

iog to the lafn cnsuxi; of tbe Miinici[io^ 

thii will not occur, for, taken away 

00 the hillside^ where the redstart* 

and the eveoing mo lights up tbe coloor to the 

face, its toremt and charm wodd be kwt. 

The Cast« or " la Rocca d' Asua " 
Within her city walla Aesisi possesseE aothing 
wilder or more beautiful than the uDdulating slopctf 
which rise from the city up to the Castle, triine 
wild orchisea grow amoag the grass, and the hedgn 
of acacia wiad arouod the hill. The town M 
lo direcdy below, that by stepping to the edge and 
looking across the white acacias, we can only aee 
a mass of brown roofs all purjjle at sundown, tbe 
topi of towers and the battlements of gateways. 
Then there are places where the grassy hillocks 
•land up so high that they hide the town altogether, 
and we seera to be looking out upon the broad vista 
of the valley from an isolated peak. At all t* 
it beautiful ; but choose a stormy day in sprii _ 
when the clouds are driving upwards from the phis 
only lately covered with mist, and the nearer t '"' 
are dark their cities catching the late evening s 
ahine as it breaks through the storm, while wind-s« 
Subasio looks bleak in the white light showing here 
and there patches of palest green. And behind ui| 
creating the hill, so near the town yet seen abto- 
lutcly nlone and clear against the sky, rise the tower 
and the vast walls of the Rocca d'Aaaisi, looking, not 
like a ruin cnunbiiiig beneath the conitanl drhiat 




the UmbriaD augurs came to watch for omens from 
the heights of a tower that is said to have crowned 
the summit. The legend of this building gave rise 
to the belief thai a castle stood here in rery early 
times which was taken by Totila when he besieged 
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\ » Maac frobofalc dat wli^ ( 
die tmn in 733 aiier it hm 
ie m toftd bf Im amy, he aW accted a ,4 
eaaUe tiv Papad cmiMane* to keep tW |~ 
Mibjcctioa; or pcriiap tbe citizen ' 
bsvc wvbcci to procect tinu w inu s 
paMiog annia (■« p. 16}. It ONled by t 
noch 10 the diipleaiiiie of tiic people tte rea 
wfaoeier beld Amh fix tbc tim^ and in the t 
centnry thcjr experienced tbe deipodc rale ofC 
of Soabia, wbo lived berc with his ji "^ 
Frederic II. When, by the luperior [ 
Tope, Coorad was driven oac of Umtma, tj 
did their beat lo desiroj the walli which had ll 
a tyrant, and to avoid funber tyranay they obtaiDed j| 
edict fbrbiddiog the erectioD of another fortrets. ~ 
promiiM focb as these were vain indeed, for wl>eii, ij 
I J67, escaping from the hated yoke of the Peragi 
AMiti welcomed Cardinal Altxiraoz in tbe Poj: 
name as her ruler, she lent a willing car ti 
plans for rebuilding the casde. The people 
well satisfied as they watched the improvements I 
made in the town, and iwu centuries had so diiDm 
the remembrances of Conrad's tyranny, that 
gladly assisted him, little deeming that they ' 
giving away their liberty. Albornoz, not dow 1 
perceive what a valuable poasession it would \ 
to the rulers of Assisi, spared neither money 1 
efforts to make it large and strong,. By his 1 
the castle keep, which we see to this day, 
the " maschio, and the squarely-set walls encloain 
it were erected, and in a very tew years the Rocca aga~ 
rose proudly on its hill, warning the ITmbrian peoplj 
of its newly-found importance, and enticing pas' 
conilotlieri to lay eicge to a town (hat oiFered s 
a prize. Albornoz also rebuilt most of the city v 
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which had been so battered during the Perugian wars ; 
we can trace them from gateway to gateway encircling 
the city, and it is curious to aee how in the upper 
poftion near San Rufino large open spaces exist, ae if 
in thoae actiTe days when the Assiaans had hopes of 
becoming powerful, they purposely set the wails far 
back to provide for a large and flourishing town. The 
feeling of arrested growth is one of the most mournful 
spectacles, and we half wonder if the great castle 
dominating the heights was not in part the cause of it. 
There was war enough at the time, inevitable among 
the restless factions of a people groping towards free- 
dom and power, but here above the town was placed a 
fresh cause of dissension and struggle against perpetual 
bondage through varied tyrannies. 

Albornoz, in planning out the city walls, discovered 
that the part between Porta Cappuccini and Porta 
Perlici, where the hill descends towards the ravine, 
needed protection, so he built the strong fortress of San 
Antonio known as the Rocca Minore, It had a 
separate governor or Castellano, and though of minor 
importance, proved very efficient in repellbg the attacks 
of besieging armies. The principal tower, though 
somewhat ruined, still looks very fine within its stjuare 
enclosure of massive walls, now covered in places with 
heavy curtains of ivy, the home of countless birds. A 
pious Casteilano in the fifteenth century left a fresco 
of the Crucifixion in the chape! with his portrait at 
the foot of the Cross, and as we look at it through the 
wooden gateway we are reminded of what otherwise 
from the deserted look of the place it is easy to forget, 
that people once lived and prayed at the Rocca as well 
as fought. 

Cardinal Albornoz left the castle in charge of two ' 
Assisan captains, but from ISVfi an uninterrupted line 
of governors received their salaries from whoever was 
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muut of Ami at tbe mne. Ahnya i 
other town* their privilege* were tpate t 
lho»e of the citil goTemori ; but in tbe f 
tiuy, owiag to tbe weskoeM of the Priori, who £ 
to keep order amoag the kwleic Doblci of the b 
tbeir power increated. The Pap^ Legate then { 
ioto the hands of the Castellaao authtHrty to im 
which the Priors had to obey, and jn i;i$ !« i 
iDveMcd with th« title of Podesu and Pretor j 
Atnm. But none of tlieac governors e 
mitiued thdr power over the town, probably I 
their rule waa of too ehott a duration to carry out any 
amtntiout uheme. And whcD the despot for the time 
being of Auiai came to stay, he took up bis quarten 
in the castle, ruling governors, magistrates and peofde 
alike. In the time of the despot Broglia di Trioo, 
wc hear of tbe Priors wearily toiling up the steep 
ascent to place before bim the acts diey had passed i 
the municipal palace. He received them always in 
open air, holding his councils either in the first eacloa 
by the well, or in the second by the castle keep, wheo 
many important conclusions were arrived at, and plaS 
for the city's dominion laid out. 

So perfect ia the harmony of the castle from i 
ever it is seen, that it is difficult to realiee how n 
haiuls have formed it, how niany times its walls 1: 
been battered down and rebuilt at different periods 
popes, cardinals, and passing candoitieri, who have n 
all left their arms upon its walls as a record of thcS 
munificence. After AJbornoz had built the principal 
mass of fortiGcatioDB little was done until i>).;S, when 
Jacopo Piccinino, the son of the great general, entered 
Aseisi ai 



* Che Rocca. Hie 



reign i 



8 short, but with the qui 



eye of a soldier he soon discovered die weakness of tfe 
D slope, and seeing that it might be ca ' ' ' 
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assault from Porta Sao Giacomo, he laid the founda- 
tions of a polygonal lower and a long wall connecting 
it with the main building. Xhe Comacine builders 
eatablished in AsBisi were employed and left their sign, 
the rose between the compass and the mason's square, 
upon its lower walls. But long before the work waa half 
completed Picciniao sold the city to the Pope, and it 
was £neaa Piccolomini, Pius II, who, when he visited 
Assisi in 1459, ordered it ta be brought to a ter- 
mination ; within a year the wall was raised to its tull 
height, the tower received its batdements and the arms 
of the Piccolomini were placed above those of Piccinino. 
The covered gallery, running along the top of the wall 
from the castle, still leads the visitor to the giddy 
heights of the tower whence he obtains truly a bird's- 
eye view of all the country round, from Spoleto to 
Perugia, across range upon range of hills towards 
Tuscan y, and from Bettoaa to the wild tract of 
mountainous country leading to Nocera, Gualdo and 
Gubbio. 

To recount the full history of the castle needs a 
hook to itself, and would include not only the history 
of Assisi but almost of all Umbria.' The possession 
of the Rocco Maggiore entailed that of the Rocca 
Minore and gave undisputed sway over Assisi, so that 
the desperate efforts made to hold it can be understood. 
During tJie btervals when Papal authority was relaxed, 
we find the names of many famous people whose armies 
fought for this much contested prize. Biordo Miche- 
lotti, Count Guido of Montefellro, the two Piccininos, 
Francesco Sforza and Gian Galeazzo Viseonti, were 
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Aseisi between them. First it fell into the hands of 
Jacopo Fiumi and the Pope, Alexander VI, furious 
when he heard of this citizen's audacious aa, wrote 
that " by loTc or by force " he would have his fortress 
back again ; but Jacopo remained impervious to threats 
or promises and held out for another year, until the 
Priors fearing the anger of the Pope came to an agree- 
ment with him. Some thirty yeala later the Nepia 
obtained possession of it by treachery and violence, 
and it required all the astuteness of Malatesta Baglione, 
who was fighting for Clement VII, to dislodge them, 
while the Pope branded them and their adherents as 
" sons of iniquity " for havmg dared to wrest from 
the Papacy the castle of Assiai. 

But the days of the great military importance of the 
Rocca were fast drawing to a close ; Assiai, no longer 
oppressed by the nobles, harassed by the armies of 
Perugia, or alarmed by the coming of the despots 
whose power was on the wane all over Italy, lost her 
character of individuality as a fighting and turbulent 
city, and sank beneatli the wise and beneficent govern- 
ment of the Papacy. With the arrival of Paul III, 
'0 iS35i the final blow was given to medi;Eval usages 
of war and scheming in Umbria. The great Farnese 
Pope was building his fortress at Perugia to finally 
crush that hitherto indomitable people, and fearing the 
Assisans might yet give trouble in the future to his 
legates as they had so often done in the past, he gave 
orders that the fortress should be repaired, and a bastion 
suitable for the more modern methods of warfare be 
built to the right of the castle keep. This ia now 
the best preserved portion of the building.. For some 
time a Castellano still remained in command of the 
castle but his tide was purely a nominal one, and hie 
ciiief duty seems to have consisted in guarding pri- 
soners. Its political need having disappeared the 
33 » 
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supplicarion to the Pope that " this Wrong and ancieoi 
castle of Assisi, which had always been the chier 
fortrcEs of Umbria, should be saved from ruin." The 
Pope, he tells us in another letter, had already «enl 
Count Aureli, the military governor of Umhria, to 
inspect it, who declared it was " one of the atrongest 
and most splendid fortresses of the ecclesiaatica! slates, 
and as fine as any he had seen in France or in Flanders, 
when as head page he had accompanied Louis XIV." 
In the same document there is mention also of beautiful 
paintings in the chief rooms, and of a miraculous 
Crucifixion in the chapel, but these decorations, need- 
less to say, have long since disappeared. Entreaties 

abandoned that its gates stood open for all to roam in 
and out as they pleased, pulling down the ancient arms 
of the popes, and vying with the storms to complete its 
ruin and destruction. Such was its strength that it 
endured the ill-treatment of seasons and of men, and 
people now alive remember in their youth to have seen 
it stiil roofed in and possessing much of its former 
magnificence. A little money might have restored it 
to its pristine state, but during those years of struggle 
for the Unity of Italy the genera! fever of excitement 
invaded the quiet town, and as if remembering all the 
tyrants their castle walls had harboured, and the skir- 
mishes their ancestors had luught beneath them, the 
citizens continued its destruction with renewed vigour. 
It was no uncommon thing to see cartloads of stones 
being taken down the hill for the construction of some 
modern dwelling, or boys amusing themselves by throw- 
ing down portions of the walls, and trying who could 
succeed in making great blocks of masonry reach the 
bed of the torrent below. Lnckily the government 
gave it over to the commune of Assisi in 1883 and 
they did something towards its repair, though within 
333 
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ceruin limttB, for a large sum would have been neces- 
sary to complete its restoration. 

Bill it erill remains a very wonderfiil corner of Assisi, 
and delightful hours may be passed sitting ia the caetle 
keep and looking out of the large windows upon a 
land so strangely peaceful, with little cides gathered on 
the hills or lying by some river in the plain. We see the 
hattered walls around us bearing traces of ancient war- 
fare, and wonder at the power which made the medieval 
turmoil ao suddenly subside. In vain we scan the 
yalley for the coming of a warlike cardinal with glit- 
tering horsemen in his rear, or look for Gian Paolo 
Baglione riding hastily through the town upon his 
swift black charger. The communal armies met for 
the last time by the Tiber many centuries ago ; popes, 
emperors, canJotliiri and saints have passed like 
pageants across Umbria, and as if toucbed by a 



magician's wand have i 
her cities with only the 



suddenly ' 



of : 



lished, leavi 



, gradually sank as a prosperous a 
though decidedly not as a place o" 
> that deep sleep from i 



CHAPTER XI 

Church of Santa Maria degli Angell. 
the Feast of the Pardon of 
St. Francis or " // Perdono 
d^ Assist " 

npHE sanctuary of the Portiuncula has, in its present 
surroundings, rightly heen called a jewel within a 
casket — a casket indeed too large for so small a gem. 
But the great Church of Santa Maria degli Angeli was 
the best the Umbriaos could procure for the object 
they ioved best after their Basilica in the town, and 
the famous architects of the day were called in to 
build it.^ A smaller shelter would have served ihe 
purpose in earlier times but the ever increasing flow 
of pilgrims who came in thousands for the " Perdono " 
rendered ic necessary to think about a church large 
enough to contain them ; and it was the dominican 
Pope Pius V, who enabled the work to be commenced 
in 1 569, giving large sums to the vast enterprise. 
Jacopo Barozio da Vignola gave the ground-plan, 
leaving the execution of it, at his death in 1573, to 
be carried out by the well-known Perugian architect and 
sculptor, Giulio Danti, and his fellow-citizen Galeazzo 
Alesai, who designed the fine cupola and arches. 
The church was built in the doric style, divided 
' St. Francin called the PartiuncuU Santa Maria degli 
church. See p, 97. 
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I iide chapels; 
aad enninl y tbcy tctwIhI in gtnng 
fedng of ipoe nd loAineM, wbkh it le 
dun the ■yaioB t gloooi of other cbarcba yet 
to belong heats to tlte open and smilil Umbrian plain, 
when k riM* *• a bcacoo to the people fbr many milet 
rooDd. Tbe mrhquake ia 1831, which bud the 
Tillages near Poote Sxo Giotasni 10 almost toial ruin, 
•hook down the nave and choir of the Angeli creadag 
havoc iropouible to de«:ribe. By sopccme good for- 
tmte, (ball we say by a miracle, the cupola of Daott, 
and Alessi remained iotart ^xive the PortiunciJa, 
otherwise would hare been utterly destroyed. Id 
building the cbureb, Polem, the Roman architect 
ployed, deiiated fttghdy from Vjgnola's original plaii| 
aod further he erected a more elaborate aod far Ii 
elegant facade than the first one, but baroque ai 
we may be thankiiil that the niches for statues 1 
taints have remained empty. There have been 
earthciaakes since thai of 1833, and when they occuri 
a pyramid of faggots was carefiilly piled upon 1 
Portionciila for protection in case a miracle might 1 
intervene a second time to save it from deetrucdoo. 

The friars look an aclive part in the work, buildi 
the campanile and carving tbe handsome pulpit and I 
cnpboards in the sacristy. The marble altar was ^ 
in 1 782 by Mehemet AJi, the ruler of Egypt, and many 
noble Italian families contributed towards the erectii 
of the chapeli containing decadent paintings which 
would be Qseleas to describe or to look at. One prices 
less treasure ornaments the chapel of San Giuseppe (1 
the left transept), a work of Andrea della Robbia 
terra-cocta of blue and white which is like 3 portion 
the sky seen through the cool branches of a vine 01 
glaring summer's day. Andrea is truly the sculptor 
of the franciscans, for there are but few 
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where aji iacident from St. FranL-ia' life is not in- 
troduced, and with what feeling they are realised. On 
one aide of the beautiful Madonna who benda to receive 
her crown from the hands of the iJaviour, is represented 
with great dignity and simplicity St. Francis receiving 
tlie Stigmata, on the other St. Jerome and his lion. 
Beneath is a predelja divided into three comparcments. 
the Annunciation, Christ in the manger, and the Adora- 
tion of the Magi ; and Andrea hss framed in the whole 
with a slightly raised garland of apples, fir-cones and 
Japanese medlars, which suits the delicacy of the work- 
manship of the small scenes better than a heavier wreath 
of fruit and leaves. In the Capclla delle Reliquie (in 
the right transept) is a Crucifixion painted on panel by 
GiantaPiaano{?) with medallionhalffiguresof the Virgin 
and Sl John ; below are kneeling angels by an Umbrian 
artist, whose work contrasts most strangely with the 
ancient painting belonging to the dark years before Giotto. 
Id a preceding chapter we lamented the efforts that 
have been made to decorate the Portiuncula, now alas 
no longer the ehrine among the oak trees ; not only in 
earlier centuries did Umbrian artists cover its rough 
stones in many parts with frescoes, but the German 
artist Overbeck has added another superfluous decoration 
to the facade, severely, but justly criticised by M. Taine, 
and a German lady has painted the Annunciation on 
the apse. A very araall picture by Sano di Pietro of 
the Madonna and Child hangs above, a very charming 
example of the master's work. Very little remains of 
Pietro Perugino'» Crucifixion, and what there is has 
been well covered over with mixlern paint. The choir 
of the monks built outside the Portiuncula having been 
removed in the eighteenth century half of Perugino's 
fresco was destroyed, leaving only the groups of people 
at the foot of the Cross, amongst whom we recognise 
St. Francis. 
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A oaTve legCTtd u recalled to u b^ die M 
let into the wall close to the side ent ra nce, n 
the apot where Pietro Cataneo, the 6nt Tiat 
Order during the Kfe of the adnt, i* boned. He « 
u holy ai the rest of tfaose Gm eDtbonaita, i 
death so Tcaaj miracles were wrought at hi* t 
the peace of the &iars wat dutnrbed. Tbe < 
becomiog kHous they bad recourse to St. I 
who, ECeing the daogCT that their lonely abode « 
become a place of [Hlgrimage, addressed a 
to pietro Cataoeo, saying that aa he had en 
obedient in life bo must he be io death and c 
perform auch marrellous mtraclea. After this i 
peasanu came to pray for some favour at hia tomb al 
answer was vouchsafed, so that gradually their &ith ^ 
his intercesBJon ceased and peace again reigned at d 
PoruuDCula. 

The extent of the present church is so immense thjt' 
the site of all the scattered huts of the brethren and the 
little orchard so carefully tended by the saint, are con- 
tained within its walla. Over what was the iaiinnary 
where St Francia died St. Bonaventure built a chapel 
which Lo Spagna decorated with portraits (?) of the 
first franciacans, now seen very dimly like shadows on 
its walla by the flickering light of the tapers. Oot of 
the half gloom stands strongly outlined b a niche above 
the altar, a beautiful terra-cotia statue of St. Frands 
by Andrea del!a Robbia. The hood is thrown back, 
the head slightly raided, and in the sad but calm ex- 
pression of the exquisitely modelled face Andrea con- 
veys a truer feeling of the auflering Poverello than 
aU the so-called portraits. One of these, said to be 
painted on the lid of the saint's coffin by Giunta Pisano, 
hangs outside the chapel, but it looks more like a bad 
copy of Cimabue's St. Francis in the Lower Church, 
and we would fain leave with the remembrance unspoih 
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of Andrea's line conception. Passing through the 
sacristy containing a htad of Christ by an unknown 
follower of Perugino and a smaU Guido Reni {?), we 
reach the chapel of St. Charles Borromeo where an 
ancient and much restored portrait of St. Francis, said 
to be painted on part of his bed, hangs above the altar ; 




it is in every way less interesting than the one in the 
sacristy of the Lower Church. From here an open 
colunn.ide leads past a little plot of ground, which in 
the days of the Litde Brethren was the orchard of the 
convent. One day as the saint left his cell he stopped 
a moment to apeak with the frair who attended to the 
land, "begging him not to cultivate only vegetables, 
but to leave a little portion for those plants which in 
due time would bring forth brother flowers, for the love 
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of Him who is called ' flower of the field and lily oi 
the valley.' " Accordingly a " fair little garden " waj 
made, and often while St. Francis caressingly touch 
the flowers, his spirit seemed to those who watcb 
him to be no longer upon earth but to have alxead 
reached its home. On the other side, carefully t 
served within wire netting, is the famous Gardei 
Roaee, and standing in the midst, like ruias of some 
temple, are the four ;>illarB which in olden times 
■upported a roof above the Fartiuncula. In the days 
when St. Francis had his hut close by, thia cultivated 
garden was only a wilderness of brambles in the forest, 
and the legend tells how the saint being assailed by 
terrible temptation as he knelt at prayer through the 
watches of the night, ran out into tie snow and rolled 
naked among the brambles and thorns to quiet the 
fierce battle within his soul. The moonlight suddenly 
broke through the clouds shining upon clusters of white 
and red roses, their leaves stained with the saint's blood 
which had fallen upon the brambles and produced these 
thornless flowers, while celestial sprits filled the air with 
hymns of praise. Throwing a silken garment over him 
and flooding his pathway with heavenly radiance, the 
angel led him to the Portiuncula where the Madonna 
and Child appeared to him in a vision. The legend 
has been often illustrated, Overbcck's fresco on the 
facade of the chapel records it yet again where St. 
Francis is represented as offering to the Virgin the 
roses he had gathered. 

A few steps beyond the Garden of the Roaes lies 
the Chapel of the Roses built by St. Booaventure over 
the hut of St. Francis, which was afterwards enlarged 
by St. Bemardine, 
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an ordinary abode of man ; but auch places were dear 
to him, and he rejoiced in having the open forest out- 
side his cell into which he wandered at all times of the 
day and night, and where the brethren, e'ver curious to 
watch their beloved and holy master, could see him on 
moonlight nights holding sweet converse with heavenly 
spirits. The choir of the chapel is frescoed by Lo 
Spagna who repeated again the figures of the first 
franciscans, adding those of St. Bonaveoture, St. 
Bernardioe of Siena, St. Louis of Toulouse, and St. 
Anthony of Padua on the left wall, and St. Clare and 
St. Elisabeth of Hungary on the right wall. The 
fresco on the ceiling is said to be by Pinturricchio. 
The paintings in the nave by Tiberio d'Asaisi are 
faintly coloured and a poor example of Umbrian art ; 
only the last scene is interesting, where St. Francis 
publishes the indulgence in the presence of the seven 
bishops, as it gives an accurate representation of the 
Portiuncula in the fifteenth century with Niccolo 
da Foligno's fresco still upon the fatiade. It tells the 
legend of the " Perdono ' which even to the present 
day plays so important a part in the religious life of 
Assisi, bringing crowds every year to the Portiuncula 
for whom the Angeli was finally built. Disentangling 
the story from the legend by do means diminishes its 
charm, while we get a very striking historical scene 
showing 08 St. Francis in yet another light. Once 
when the saint was praying at the Portiuncula, Christ 
and his Mother appeared to him to ask what favour he 
desired, for it would be granted by reaiioa of his great 
faith. The salvation of souls being ever the burden of 
his prayers he begged for a plenary indulgence, lo be 
earned by all who should enter the Portiuncula on a 
special day. " What thou aakest, O Francis," replied 
Christ, " is very great j but thou art worthy of still 
greater favours. I grant thy prayer ; but go and find 
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my Vicar, the Sovereign Psoiiff Honorius III, 
Perugia, and ask him in my Dame for this indulgence.' 
Early next morning Sc. Francis, accompanied by Pet 
Cataneo and Angelo da Rieti, started along the rw 
to Perugia where Inaoceot III, had but lately dii 
and the pious Honoriue been immediately elected as I 
successor. It was in the eaily summer of t2i6 tli 
the little band of friars were led into the presence 
the Pope in the old Canooica, but not for the fii 
time did St. Francis find himself in the prewDce 
Rome's Bovereign, gaining his cause now as befo 
through the great lore that made his words ai 
actions seem inspired. At Hrat the Pope murmured 
the immensity of the faFour asked liiit finally, \ 
heart being touched by the ferrour of the saint, 1 
laid: "For how many years do you desire this ii 
dulgence. Perchance for one or two, or will you th 
I grant it to you for seven ? " The Pope had still 
learn the depths of love in the saint's heart who stw 
before him pleading so earnestly for the souls of mc 
not during his life only, but during centuries to com 
"0 Messer il Papa," cried St. Francis in accej 
almost of despair, " wh y speakest thou of years and 
time \ I ask thee not for years, but I ask thee for souls.! 
" It is not the custom of the Roman Curia,' 
the Pope, " to grant such an indulgence." 

"Your HolLnesa,"6aid the saint, "it ia not I who ad 
for it, but He who has sent me, the Lord Jesus ChriBU' 

The Pope conquered by these words and driven by. 
sudden impulse said, "We accord thee the indulgence.' 
The Cardinals who had remained silent now begi 
to murmur and reminded the Pope, like 
guardians of the Papal interests, that this plenary ini 
dulgence would greatly interfere with those granted 
for pilgrimages to the Holy Land, and for visiting tbc 
Combs of the Blessed Apostles. 
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"We have given and granted it to him," answered 
Honorius. " What haa been done we cannot undo, bat 
we will modify it so that the indulgence will be but 
for one full day." And motioning the saint to approach 
he said : " From henceforth we grant that whoso comes 
to and enters this church, being sincerely repentant 
and having received absolution, shall be absolved from 
all punishment and all faults, and we will that this 
indulgence be valid every year in perpetuity, but for 
one day only from the first vesper of the one day 
until the first vesper of the next." Hardly had the 
Pope ceased speaking when St. Francis radiant with 
joy turned to depart. 

" semplkianc quo vadii ? O simple chiJd without 
guile, whither goest thou ? Whither goest thou with- 
out the document ratifying so great a favour ? " quoth 
the Pope. 

"If this indulgence," answered the saint, "is the 
work of God, I have no need of any document, let 
the chart be the Blessed Virgin Mary, the notary 
Christ and my witnesses the angels." 

Round this historical interview the legend makers 
wove the pretty story of the roses which flowered 
in mid-winter among the snow, reiating that after the 
concession of the indulgence in the summer of izi6 
occurred this rose miracle, and Christ in a vision 
bade the saint go to Rome in order that the day might 
be fixed for the gaining of the indulgence, and to 
convince Honoriua of the truth of his revelation he 
was to carry some of tlie roses with him. Bnt having 
already obtained the Pope's sanction at Perugia, it 
was unlikely that the saint would wait aootlier year 
before proclaiming the glad tidings to all the country- 
side, and we may be sure that no sooner had he 
returned to the Portiuncula from Perugia than he made 
speedy preparations for the arrival of a great ci 
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of people. On the afternoon of the first of August tl 
plain about the Portiuncula was tilled with pilgr' 
from far and near, and many friars hastened, froi 
distant parts to listen to their master's wonderf) 
message. He mounted the wooden pulpit which h 
been erected beneath an oak tree close to the chape 
followed by the seveo Umbtian biehopa who were t 
ratify his proclamstioa of the indulgence. St. Frani 
discoursed most eloquently to the assembled multitu 
and then in the fullness of his joy cried out to the 
" 1 desire to eend you all to Paradise," and anaounc 
the great favour he had obtained for them from t 
Holy Pontiff. When the bishops heard him proclaii 
the indulgence as "perpetual" they murmured amo 
themselves, and finally exclaimed that he had m 
understood the words of tlie Pope, and that th 
intended to do only what was right and ratify t 
indulgence for ten years. Full of righteous feeli 
the bishop of Assisi stepped forward to correct t 
error into which the saint had fallen, but to the astonish 
ment of his companions he declared the indulgence tl 
have been granted for all time. Then the ochei 
murmured still more, saying he had done 
he was an Assisan and winhed to bring great honot 
to his diocese ; so the bishop of Perugia, determin' 
to set the mistake right, began to speak, but he foBD 
liimself forced by a supernatural power to proclaim tl 
indulgence in the very words of St. Francis. Til 
same thing happened to the other five bishops, s 
St. Francis then saw his dearest wishes reah'sed. 

Daily the feme of the Portiuncula increased, a 
iJie year l%\') witnessed another immense gathering i 
people, but this time it was the meeting of the f 
thousand franc i scan friars who came from dial 
parts to attend the Easter Chapter held by St. Frai 
in the plain. One of the most vivid and intereW 
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chapters (the xiii) in the Fioretti, pictures for us "the 
camp and army of the knights of God," all busily 
employed in holy converse about the aflaira of the 
Order. It relates how "in that camp were ahelters, 
roofed with lattice and mat, arranged in separate groups 
according to the diverse provinces whence came the 
friars ; therefore was this Chapter called the Chapter 
of the Lattices or of the Mats ; their bed was the bare 
earth, though some had a hitle straw, their pillows 
were stones or billets of wood. For which reaaon the 
devotion of those who heard or saw them was so great, 
sod BO great was the feme of their sanctity, that from 
the court of the Pope who was then at Perugia, and 
from other towns in the vale of Spoleto, came many 
counts, barons and knights, and otJier men of gentle 
birth, and much people, and cardinals and bishops and 
abbots with many other clerics, to see so holy and great 
a congregation and so humble, the like had never yet 
been in the world of so many saintly men assembled 
together : and principally they came to see the head 
and moat holy father of all these holy men. . . ." ' 



We cannot study the story of any Umbriao town 
without experiencing the feelbg that it belongs to the 
past and was built in an age, which can only dimly be 
realised in the pages ' of old chronicles, by a people 
who were ever hurrying to battle, bent on glory and 
conquest for their cities. The character of the in- 

'St, Dominic was present at this faninUB gathering, and 
the fUriiii gives a cutiou« account -of the vfay in which he 
watched the doingt of a brother aalnt, at lirsr a little inclined 
to criticise hit methodi, ■□ different: to his own, but finally 
being won over by the franciscan doctrine of absokie 
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niedixTaJ tinier, they hare a pncefttl and qoiet loKeli- 
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I of their owo which could not have existed 1 
those days of fevered Etniggle and unrest. The n 
Assiei brings up, even to those who ha» 
town but for a day, a host of tonlit n 
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side shrines with fading frescoes, whence Umbrian 
Madonnas smile down upOD the wor8liip]>er8 ; of 
ravines and forest trees ; of vineyards where the 
peasants greeted you; of convent and BaGiUca glow- 
ing golden and crimson in the sudden changes trom 
afternoon to sun-down, as they lie bathed in the last 
rays of light upon the hill above the darkness of the 
valley. AU these things and many more pass through 
our minds, but the picture wonld be incomplete if we 




fail to recall two days in August when the undying 
power of St. Francis once more reaches across the 
centuries, arousing the people to a sudden return to 
medixval times of eKpiation, prayer and strong belief 
in the power of a great saint's intercession. 

The very mention of a feast savours in Italy ot de- 
lightfiJ things, of songs, of crowds of happy-looking 
people bent on the pleasures of a. holiday as well as on 
praying for the good of their souls, and aa a feast at 
Assiai sounded fairer than any otiier, we determined to 
become for the moment pilgrims and seek with them 
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for the "Pirdoo of St. Fmncis." So ai tlie di] 
drew Dear to Atigiut we stood once more tn 
terrace of the Hotel Subasio, and w we felt the 
air of the early monuDg coming liom the mooni 
long days of iDtertnioablc beat at Florence were 
gotten, and Auiai, with her gardeos fiill of 
KCDted gonuner flowers, her streets resouoding a 
with the plash of the water of maay fountains, seen 
to n» indeed lo powew more beauty, variety a 
brilliancy of colour than we had reaLaed before. Ne' 
had the nights been so still ae in that late July, wt 
the peasants had gathered in their harvest aod wi 
waiting for the time of vintage ; only the shrill DC 
of the crickets answered each other occasionally alt 
the valley, and the fro£B croaked on the margio of i 
rills below the town. But soon this calmness ceai 
as the country toused itself for the annual spell 
madness ; there were voices in the vineyardi 
the night, bonfires in the plains, and a general trerai 
of excitement filled men and animals, setting the 
Assiean cocks crowing at unearthly hours in the m 
ing. A night of sounds and wakefulness preceded 
day when the people of all the cities and villages n 
appeared to have arrived in Asaiai, not for the feasi 
for it was only the 29th of July^but for the fi 
We followed them to the Piazza della Minerva, 
longer the quiet place of former visits when only 
few citizens sat sipping their cups of coffee, or tall 
together as they walked leisurely up and doi 
Temples, buildingB and frescoes were forgotten 
we watched the peasants gather round the booths 
purchase articles of apparel and household wai 
bargaining in shrill voices to the delight of purchai 
aeller and onlooker. All the people of the qoun 
seemed to be here, and the Umbrian sellers had deckl 
their stalls with a dazzling mass of coloured studi 
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attractive to ui as to the Umbrian women. We bought 
large kerchiefs with red roses on a yellow ground to 
wear over our heads at the least, and enormoua hats with 
flapping brims, which the peasants, always interested in a 
neighbour's purchase, helped us to choose, saying, "take 
this one for no rain will come through it, and you need 
never use an umbrella," So a. sun-bonnet was bought 
for rain and we went away convinced that no more 
delightful shopping could be done than during a fair 
day at Assisi, when a passing farmer and his family 
were ready to help us to choose the goods and to 
bargain, aod moreover comforted us in the end by the 
assurance that in their opinion the money had been well 
spent. Later we strolled up to the Piazza Nuova, 
where an immense fair of oxen was being held, trans- 
forming another sleepy corner of the town into a busy, 
bustling thoroughfare. They w^re quiet beasts enough 
and we walked in among them stroking tbeir soft noses 
as we watched the groups of excited peasants perfonning 
the various rites of selling and buying. When an ox 
was sold the broker joined the hands of vendor and 
purchaser by dint of much pulling, and then shook them 
up and down, shouting all the while, until our joints 
ached at the sight of this energetic signing of a treaty. 
The bargaining causes enormous amusement, the discus- 
sion on either aide bringing a current of eager talk 
through the crowd ; only the oxen were thoroughly 
weary of the whole af&ir as they gazed pensively at 
their owners. They were large- milk-white creatures, 
the whole place was one white shimmering mass seen 
against the old walls of the town and the blocks of 
Roman masonry, calling up idle fancies of Clitumnus 
down in the valley just in sight, whose fields had given 
pasture to the oxen of the gods. 

The whole of that day Assiai was full of Umbrian 
men and women greatly concerned in buying and sell- 
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ing ; but on the next the atreeta began to fill with 
people from distant part^ of Italy, whose only thought 
WW for St. Francis. At a very early hour of the jotb 
; roused by the sound of many voices in the 
g out on the terrace we saw a crowd of 
pilgrims conucg across the plain, and others moving 
with slow steps up the hill. When near the Porta S. 
" o they knelt outside in the road and sang their 

hymn of praise before encering the Seraphic City. From 
iteady stream of pilgrims passed into 
, and the chanting, rising aad falling like i 
filfiU summer breeze, was the only sound to be heard 
throughout the day. Such different groups of people 
knelt together in the church, with nothing in common 
but the love for the fr3.nciBcaD saint whose name was 
for ever on their lips. They came from distant comers 
of Southern Italy generally in carts drawn by mules 
or oxen, for few could afford the luxury of coming by 
train. The Neapolitan women and those from the 
Abruzzi wore spotlessly white head-kerchiefs whtcb 
fell round their shoulders like a nun's coif, a white 
blouse and generally a brilliaut red or yellow skirt 
gathered thickly round the hips ; the men were even 
more picturcstjue, with their waistcoats and knicker- 
bockers of scarlet cloth, their white shirt sleeves show- 
ing, and their stockings bound round with leathern 
thongs. Some of the women from the Basilicata wore 
wonderfiil necklaces of old workmanship, and gold 
embroidered bands laid across their linen blouses, while 
long pins with huge knubs of beaten silver fastened 
their headgear of black and white cloth. There were 
two women from the mountains of the Basilicata who 
wore thick cloth turbans, and blue braid plaited in and 
out of their hair at one side, giving them a coquettish 
air ; they suffered beneath the burden of their thick 
Qtulf dresses made with straight short jackets and 
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skircs and b g loose sleeves Their felt boots 

were 11 fitted for Uiabr an roads and altogether 

they were atli ed for a w nter c! mate and Dot for 

a burning August day n m d Italj Ab, it is cool 

among our mouuta ns they said w th a sigh gazing 

wear ly down ac the pla n wh ch aent up hot vapours to 

m ngle w th the dust Many of them had been three 

weeks on the r journey jnd chcj look upon it as a great 

hoi diy an event m 

the r 1 ves which can 

not be often repeated 

for they are poor and 

depend fo the r 1 Tel 

bood upon the produ e 

of tl e r fields but even 

tl e poorest br n^a enough 

to have a n ass said at 

the PortiuQCula and to 

drop some coppers on 

the altar steps A ft v 

wandered through the 

Upper Church looking I 

at G otto a frescoes but f 

unable to read the story 

for themselves turned to 

when we happened to be there 1 hey patted our facea, 
say ng carina by way of thanks but real sed little or 
noth ng about the sa nt the\ had come so far to honour, 
only being certain that his utercession was all powerful. 
Several peasante sat in turn upon the beautiful Papal 
throne b the choir, both as a cure and as a preventive 
againat possible ailments, and thinking there was some 
legend as to its miraculous qualities we asked them to 
tell us about it. They looked up surprised and very 
simply said, " It stands in the church of San Francesco," 
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ihia V3X enough in liieir eyes to expUin all t 
and wonders. A favourite occnpatioo wza kAceliog b]^ 
the encraoce door of the Lower Church and lislening | 
for myeteriouB »ound» which ire aaid to come from the 
»mall column fixed in the ground. " What are yon 
doiag," we asked, cruelly disturUng the devotion of an 
old man in our deaire for infomiatioD. " I am tisteaiog 
to the voice of Sl Francis," he anEwered, telling us 
that we might hear it too, but as he was in no harry lo 
cede his place to others we had do chance of verifying 
his strange assertion. The priests had a doable function 
to perform, for while hearing confessions they he!d a 
loDg rod ia their hands with which they tapped the 
heads of the peasants passing down the church ; it was 
a blessing, which by the ignorant might be miataken 
for some mysterious kind of fishing in iaviaible waten. 
At first the northern mind was surprised at the familiar 
way the pilgrims used the ciiurches as their home, many 
being too poor lo afford a lodging in the town. 
Especially at the Angeli we saw the strange uses side altars 
were put to ; a family, having heard several masses and 
duly performed all tbeir spiritual duties, would settle 
themselves comfortably on the broad steps of an altar, 
unfasten their bundles and proceed to breakfast offlarge 
hunches of bread and a mug of water ; what remwned 
of the water was employed in washing their (cet. One 
man who had tramped for many days along dusty roads 
and wished to change his clothes, conceived the oovd 
idea of retiring into a confessional box for the purpose. 
Hia wife handed him in the clean things and presently 
he drew aside the curtain, and emerged in spotless festive 
apparel with his travelling suit tied up in a large red 
handkerchief. 

Late in the evening of the joth we happened to be 

at the Angeli when a new batch of pilgrims arrived, 

and for a long time "we watched them reverendy ap- 
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proach the Portiunciila on their knees, singing all the 
time the pilgrim's hymn with the ever -recurring refrain, 
" Evviva Maria e Chi is cred," wh ich resounded through 
the church in long drawn nasat notes ending in a kind 
of stifled cry. There was something Boothing in the 
plaintive, monotonous cadence a& it reached us at the 
Garden of the Roses, where we had gone to breathe 
the cool air which blows across the open colonnade even 
on the hottest of summer days. We were listening to 
Father Beraardine's peaceful talk about St. Francis 
and the cicala which sang to him in the fig tree, and 
the lamb which followed the brethren to office, when 
suddenly we were startled by shrieks and screams in 
the church. " It is nothing, only the NeapoJilans," 
said Father Bernardine, smiling at our distresG. But 
unable longer to bear what sounded like the moanings 
of the wind which always fills one with uneasy feelings, 
half of fear, half of expectation that something nnusual 
is going to happen, we hurried once again into the 
church. There a sight met our eyes which we shall 
never forget. Lying full length on the ground, their feces 
prone upon the pavement, were women crawling slowly, 
so slowly that the torture seemed interminable, from the 
entrance of the great church to the Portiuncula, and 
as they crawled they licked the floor with their tongues 
leaving behind them a mark like the trail of a slug. 
A* we watched these poor penitents dragging them- 
selves aSong, unconscious of aught around them and 
only overwhelmed by the consciousness that they must 
make atonement for past sbs, a terrible sense of com- 
passion, misery and disgust came over va. Who could 
restrain their tears, though they may have been tears 
of anger that people should be allowed to practise such 
ignoble acts of self-abasement. One girl especially 
called forth all our sympathy. She came running in 
out of [Jic sunlight, and after standing for a i 
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at ihc eoinince with her eager face uplifted towwds 
the holy shriae, her eyes alight with the strange look 
of one beat upon som« great resolve, she threw herself 
down full length upon the ground and commenced the 
terrible penance which she had come all the way from 
the Abruzzi mountains to perform.' She was very 
slight and her black skirt fell round her like a reij, 
showing the delicate outline of her figure agonal the 
marble pavement. Resting her naked feet against the 
knees of a man kneeling behind her, she pushed 
herself forward with the movement of a caterpillar. 
Another man tapped his pilgrim's staiF sharply on the 
fioor in from of her face to direct her towards the 
, whilst her mother ever now and then bent 
down to tmooth away tlie tangle of dark hair which 
fell round the girl like a shroud. Though prematurely 
aged by toil and suBering, the elder woman had a 
beautiful face, reminding one of a Mater Dolorosa 
as with bitter tears she assisted at her daughter's 
deep humiliation. Just as this sad little group 
neared the Portiuncula the girl stopped as though 
her strength were exhausted, when the mother, choked 
by sobs, lifted the heavy masses of her daughter's 
hair and tried to raiee her from the ground. The 
pilgrims pressed round singing "Evviva Maria e Chi 
la cred " until the sound became deafening, while 
the men struck the ground almost angrily with their 
sticks, and at last the girl still licking the ground crawled 
forward once again. When she reached the altAF 

' Thone who know the teaching of St. Francii (lee 
F.,rM. chap, xiii.) virill feel how the >alnt would have 
foughr againtl this device fur the expittion of sins, iaventcd 
bf the prieiU of Southern Italy. No Umbrian has ever 
•unk to such depths of self- abasement, and during all the 
first days of the " Perdono " feBCival they keep aloof, wait- 
ing till the pilgrims' departure before obtaining their 
indulgeDcei. 
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of the Portiuncala she Btretclied out one hand and 
touched the iron gatee, and then like a worm rearing 
itself in the air aad turning from side to aide, she 
dragged herself on to her knees. As consciousneis 
returned and the Southern blood coursed again like Gre 
through her veins, she started to her feet and with wild 
cries entreated San Francesco to hear her, beating the 
gates with her hands and swaymg from side to side. 
The cry of a wounded animal might recall to one's 
memory the prayer of that young girl, storming heaven 
with notes of passionate entreaty wrung from 3 soul in 
great mental agony. Other penitents came up to take 
her place almost pushing her out of the chape!. We 
last saw her fast asleep on the steps of a side altar 
cmled up like a tired dog, but on her face was an ex- 
pression of great calra as though she had indeed, found 
the peace sought in so repulsive and terrible a manner. 
Silently we left the church and Curned towards Assisi, 
breathing with joy the pure air and looking long at the 
hills lying so calm and clear around us. Next day, the 
31Bt of July, there was an excited feeling in the town, 
not among the Umbrians, for they take the annual 
feast of the "Perdono" quietly enough, but among the 
pilgrims, who having now arrived in hundreds and paid 
dieir first visit to the franciscaa churches of the hill 
and of the plain, stood about in the lower piazza of San 
Francesco waiting with evident impatience for the open- 
ing of the feast of the afternoon. We caught their 
feeling of expectation and found it impossible to do 
aught else than watch the people from the balcony, and 
then we went down and wandered about among them. 
There were such tired groups of women under the 
logs" of the piazza, leaning back in the shadow of the 
arches with their shawls drawn across their faces to 
shut out the glare of the August sun. A crowd of 
girls rested on the little patch of grass near the church, 
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for long spaccB they sat silent, Imlessly waiting, thod 

Buddealy one among them would nee and smg a Bouthei 

soDg, sounding so atrange in Umbria. Her ci 
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casting off the desire Co aleep, joined in the chorui 
until the aong was ended and they once more became 
silent watchers. The shadows began to deepen round 
the church, the feeltog of expectatioD increased, and 
the hours of waiting seemed long to the crowd and to 
ua, when about four o'clock the dense mass of people 
in front of the church divided. A proceasion of priestj 
in yellow copes filed out of the Basilica, one among 
tliem carrying the autograph benediction of St. Francis 
(see p. sio), and went to the little chapel near the 
Chiesa Nuova built over the stable where the saint is 
said to have been born. Here the holy relic is raised 
for the faithful to venerate, and the procession returns 
to San Francesco. It is a small but important 
ceremony, the prelude to the granting of the indulgence. 
We had reached the chapel before the procession, 
through side streets, but soon returned to the lower 
church for the crowd was intolerable, and we bad 
been warned that once the blessing had been given a 
mad rush might be made to reach San Francesco and 
that Bometimes people were trampled under foot. Out 
of the burning heat we entered the cool dark church 
where Umbriao peasants had already taken their places, 
as spectators, but not as actors in the feast. Seated 
on low benches against the wall they formed wondrous 
groups of colour, like clumps of cyclamen and primroses 
we have seen flowering in a wood upon an Italian 
roadside. The gates across the church had been shut, 
and were guarded by gendarmes ; we had arrived too 
late. But presently Fra Luigi appeared at the gate of 
St. Martin's chapel, and hurriedly we followed him 
down the dark, narrow passage leading to the sacristy ; 
we had only just time to run across the church and 
take our places outside the chapel of St. Mary 
Magdalen, when the great crowd surged into the 
church. The excitement became intense, and the 
3S7 
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pilgrims who had followed in the procession as dadle 
as lambs now could reetrain themselves no longer, and 
hustled the priests forward, pressing them against the 
iron gates in their efforts to approach the altar. There 
was a moment of tension as the whole of the iroD screen 
bent beneath the weight of thecrowd when the gendarmes 
half opened the gaK to allow the priests to pass through. 
With the relic swaying above their heads, they slipped 
in from among the pilgrims, who, finding the gates once 
more barred against them, began to moan and shout with 
deafening fiiry. The organ pealed forth mad music, 
the incense rose in clouds around the altar, and eager 
faces peered through the gates, which were battered 
vHth angry lists as the people pushed against each other 
BO that the whole crowd rocked from side to side. 
Through it all stood the quiet figure of the priest, 
raising the relic high above the heads of the people 
whose voices were for the moment hushed, as the 
words of benediction were pronounced. Rapdly 
crossing the church, followed by his atteodanis, he 
entered the sacristy and shut the door, while four 
geiKlarmes stationed themselves at the comers of the 
altar to prevent people from mounting the ateps, and 
others went to unbar the gates. There was a great 
creaking of bo!ts and binges and in a moment the 
pilgrims rushed forward, afraid of losing even a single 
moment of the precious horn's of indulgence, and cries 
of " San Francesco " almost drowned the sound of 
hurrying footsteps. Families caught each other by 
the arms and swept wildly round the altar, ofteo 
knocking people down in their wild career, old women 
gathered up their skirte and ran, the Abruzzesi in their 
scarlet jackets, whom we had seen so calmly walking 
down the slreets, stepped eagerly forward with out- 
stretched arms and clasped hands calling loudly on the 
saint. Round they went in a perpetual circle, first pan 
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the altar, then through the Maddaleaa chapel oat into 
the Piazza, and back again without a single pause. 
Each tame they entered the church they gained 3 new 
plenary indulgence. From the walla the freecoed 
eaints leanc towards us, and never had they seemed so 
full of peace and beauty, as on that day of hurry and 
strange excitement. We saw them through a mist of 
dust, but they were more real to ub than the fanatics 
streaming past in mad career, and we greeted them ae 
friends. Then as the sun went down in a crimson eky 
behind the Ferugian hills, a great etillness fell upon the 
people, the gaining of indulgences for chat day had 
ceaaed, and quietly those who had no shelters went 
into the country lanes to paaa the night, or rested 
beneath a gateway of the town. Already Aasisi was 
returning to her long spell of silence, for next morn- 
ing at dawn the pilgrims would be on their road 
to Sia. Maria degU Angeli for the early morning 

Rashly we left the quietness of die town to join the 
crowd again down in the plain late the next after- 
noon when the feast was nearly over. The press of 
people was felt more at the Angeli than at San 
Francesco, as they gained the Indulgence by simply 
walking round the church and through the Portiuncula 
without going outside. It was useiess to struggle, or 
to attempt to go the way we wanted, for we were 
simply carried off oar feet and borne round the church 
in breathless haste in the temperature of a Turkish 
bath. There were moments of suspense when we 
doubted, as the crowd bore us swiftly forward, whether 
we should pass the confessional boxes without being 
crushed against the sharp corners. The cries of 
" Evviva Maria, Evviva San Francesco," became 
deafening as we neared the PortJuncula, and the people 
surged through the doors, throwing handiiils of coppers 
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and silver colds upon cht altar eteps, and even at the 
picture of the MadoDna above the altar in their 
extiaorijinary enthusiasm. How tired they looked, 
but in their eyee was a fixed look showing the feelingB 
which spurred them on to gain as much grace as time 
would allow. They never pused, they never rested. 
With a last glance back upon tlie people and the n 
of Mary aud Frances ringing io our ears we lef 
stifling atmosphere for the burning, but pure air 



Ho\ 






all seemed i 



1 comparison 
le Piazza was fall of 
booths as on a market day, with rows of coloured 
handkerchiefs, sea-green dresses such as the peasanu 
like, and endless toys and religious objects ; old women 
sat under large green umbrellas selling cakes, and 
cooks, in white aprons and caps, stocxl by their pots 
and pans ready to serve you an excellent meal. From 
imder a tree a man sprang up as we passed with some- 
thing of the pilgrim's eagerness about him, saying, 
" See, I will sing you a eong and dance for you," 
shaking his companions from their sleep and snatching 
up his accordion, he be^an a wild, warlike dance upon 
the grass, while the others accompanied him with an 
endless chant. And so the hours crept on, until once 
again as the sun went down the pUgrims streamed 
quiedy out of" the church, but this time they gathered 
up their bundles and walked to the os waggons 
which were standing ready in the road, and quite 
silently without delay they seated themselves, '"'" 
or twenty in a cart, to start upon their long 

Never had the town been so deadly still as 

and of August, when the inhabitanls had gone doi 

the hill to the church of the Angeli where they aouj 

to obtain their indulgences now the pilgrims 

3'< 



1 

the" 



The Pardon of St. Francis 

departed. Very quietly they knelt on the marble 
floor during the High Mass, silently they prayed, and 
with slow reverent steps they passed in and out of the 
Portiuncula until the Vesper hour, and the beautiful, 
calm evening then found them gathered round the 
altar of their saint. " Pray, ye poor people, chant and 
priay. If all be but a dream to wake from this were 
loss for you indeed." 
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To visitors who ataj al Aasiai for more than the aiual 
hurried day, the following notes of walks and ex- 
eursioni may be of lome use. A few of them hate 
been already indicated by M. Paul Sabatier, in a paper 
printed at Asiisi, to explain the sixteenth century map of 
the town found by him in the Psiaxzo Fubblicu, of which a 
copy hangs in a room in the Hotel Subasio. 

/b lit roK-n.— The public garden on the slope of the hill 
above the Via Metastasio is a delightful place. It was the 
ilex wood of the Cappncine convent until the present 
garden was laid out in liEi by Sig. Alfonso Brizzi, when 
the friars' convent became a home for the aged poor. 

obtained by following the mauntain tracit from the Campo 
Santo round by the quarries and below the Cattle to Porta 
Perlici. Looking across the ravine of the Tescio and up 
the valley of Gualdo and Nocera ia a viiion of Umbriaa 
country in Its austerest mood. Even if the whole of this 
walk cannot be taken we recomoiend all to follow the broad 
looth road leading to the Campo Santo for a Uttle, >i the 
)W of San Francesco and the valley beyond is very beauli- 
il. (i) By taking the Via dt Fontanella («ee map), straight 
3WD the hillside, the picturesque bridge of S. Croce is 
reached in about twenty minutes. M. Sabatier recommeads 
the ascent of Col Caprile just opposite for the 6ne view of 
Aiilgi, but those who do not care for an hour's climb would 
do well, having seen the old bridge and its charming 
lurronndiogs, to rettace their steps, and after about two 
minutes tarn off to the right through the Eelds along a 
narrow footpath leading to a bridge over the Tejcio and a 
farmhouse. Following the right hank of the torrent we 
reach the Ponte 8. Vitlorinu (tee map ), and return to the 
town by the old road skirting the walls of the franciscan 
convent and emerging opposite the Porta S. Francesco. 
Want of space prevents more being said than to urge all 
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ihit walk, whicli ii tittle koowD and wiUtj 



of ctlmtan and ] 



low rock in the bniihwood fc; 
: of the TsUey bejrond, i 



the hillside, the >oft blue i 

above all, iannmenble viewi of San Praneetco, i 

with I. bridge in the foreetoiind, now framed in by the 

curred and ipreading branuin of >n oak, and B.E every tarn 

cariying our [houghts away to valleyi of Southern Frann 

and forlrett-churchct crowning the wooded hills (lef 

illuitratioDi, pp. ii;, no). To realise the variety of 

scenery ta be found In Umbria we mutt come to Assiii and 

hunt out her hidden lanes and byways. 

FrtBi Pcrla Pirlid —(a) Out of tliii gate, turning to the 
left by the city walls, is one of the roads leading to the 
Cajtle ; the oclieri are clearly marked on the map, (i) The 
caniage road to Gualdo and Nocera goes for aome milei 
along the valley, but is not completed, 

fr^ Pcn^ Capi„iclm.—{a) The Rocca Minore ii reached 
by a gran path going up the hill just inside the walls. 
A line view of the eastern ilope of Asiiei Is obtained (see 
illastrallon, p. vo). (,i) The Cateeri is about an hour's 
walk from this gafe, donkeys are to be had in [he town lor 
the excaraion, or a smaJl carriage drawn by a horse and a 
pair of axcD can gel there, but it ia the least pleaaani way 
of going. 

Fnm Porta Niima.—(iM) A pleasant though not the shortest 
way back to the town, is the one which skirts rounil the Hill 
inside the medixval walls from this eate to Porta Mojano, 
and then outside the walls through the fields past the 
Portaccia to the carriage road just below PorU S. Pietro. 
(i) The ascent of MontK Sabasio occupies about two hoori 
and a liaJf, though quick walkers will do it in less time. 
There are several paths which anyone will indicate to the 
traveller. The easiest, though the longest (aboucfonr hours), 
is the one mentioned hy M. Sabatier, the road to Gabbiaua 
and Satriano, which bra-nches off to the left (rom the Foligno 
road not far from the Porta Nuova. After walking along 
the Gabbiano road for an hour, a lane leads up the hill for 
another hour to the ruined abbey of San Benedetto (p. SO, 
The path skirts the monnUin to Sasso Rosso, three quarters 
of an hour, the site of the fortress of the family of St. Clare, 
and then one hour and a half brings us to the southern slope 
of Mount Subaslo called the CivltelU, v ' 
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(iigo metrei), is reached la another half hour. The view 
is very line; Nocera and Guatdo lie to the north, Monte 
Amiata to the west, a range of snowy niountaini to the 
Bontb, Mount Terminillo, the Sabjne Appenines and the 
mountaini of the Abruzii, and Mount Sibella to Che eaat 
The return to Aaalsi, without pairing the Carceri, takes two 
houri. (c) The road to San Damiano i< marked on the map ; 
it is eood but very steep, requiring oxen to draw the CArriage 
up the hill on the return. On foot i t ig ooly a quarter of ao 
hour from the gate, {d) A long day's drive will take the 
traveller to Spello, Foligno and Montefalco, but It Ua tiring 
excarsioQ and only a faint idea can be obtained of these 
beautiful Umbrian towni. It Is better, if possible, to give a 
day to each, and to lee Bevagns, with her two exquisite 
romaneiqne buildings, on the way to Montefalco. 

ft™ F'.Tt^ My<.nc.—(a) To follovB- the path taken by St. 
Francis, when carried from the bishop's palace to the Por- 
tiuncula (p. iii), just before his death, we must take the 
road leading from the gateway to a small chapel, and tarn 
to the right down a lane marked Valecchio on the map, 
St. Francis either passed through Porta Mojano or tlie 
Portaccia (now closed), but from here we follow in his 
footsteps straight down the hill to tiie hamlet of Yalecchio, 
set so charmingly on a grass plot among the walnat trees, 
with part of its watch tower still stsuidlng (p. 104). In the 
plain we come to cross roads ; the one on the left leads to 
San Damiano in about forty minutes, that to the risht to the 
leper hospital (now known as S. Agostino), wTience St. 
Francis blessed Asslai for the last time (p. iii). (t) From 
the gate a few ml nates brings us to a path crossing the Gelds 
to the left, to the old church of S. Masseo built Id ioKi by 

tery, now the dwelling plane of peiaant families h) From 
Porta Mojano a lane leads straight down to the plain, and 
just before reaching the high road where it crosses the 
railway at right angles, the chapel of S. Rufiao d'Arce — the 
real Rlvo-Torto— is seen in the 6elds to the left (see pp, 
93-95)- ^7 ^^ ''^^ "f '^^ '^"^ ■^'"'^ "* ^^^ railway line 
is the cEiapel of Sta. Mada MadJalena (see pp. 93.9;). 
This is about half an hour's walk. 

From Pcrt^ S, fr^.^M.— There are several drives, (a) 
Perugia, (i) BaitJa, the first station on the the railway 
between Assist and Perugia, possessing a triptych by Niccolo 
da Foligno. A beantiful view of the river Cbiaggio is ob- 
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taioed It the bridge of Buriata. (c) A road from the Aogdi 
branchci off to Tofre d'Andrea, whew there is a picture by 
■ Kholir of Pinturtcchio. But more delightful ii the ebapel 
of S. Simone a little fiinhei on, built right in the niid«i oi 
tite cornfields, whose walls are coTcred with frtuoet ol the 
fifteenth and lixieenih cenluriei. [i) A beautiful dri*e i> to 
the Rocca di Peitignano.a hill-iet Tillage above the Chiaggio, 
To fully tecoum its itory, the pictureequeneu of iu rock- 
cut «tree(i and the charm of Che chapel npon the bcighti, 
whoK walU are coeitd from floor to roof with vociie 
Madonna* and uinlt, would need a chapter to itself. It hai 
been enthotiiiliciUf deHiribed b^ M. Brousatille in hii 
PiUrmagu Omtrin,, bnt it may be well to remark that he 
calU the Rocca di PetHgaaoo, (or tome unknown reaiODi 
the RoEca d'Aaiiil. (^) It i> an hour and a halfs walk w 
the church of S. Fortunalo, acroM [he bridge of S. Vittorino. 
recommended by M. Sabatier in his liit of eacnraioni. The 
way tide chapel of S, Bartolo, with in incerettiog apie ii 

it would be well to get the Italian military map, Fo. iij 
(either at Seeber, Via Tornabuoni, Florence, or at D. Terejt, 
Perugia), if the pilgrim to Aiiiii wishes Co explore ihe 
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Saracens, !i67. 168 ; ber HrUEltle 

gf, 173 'miracle of^'^ead^y. 

of, lie; church of aSi i early 
picture of. 1S4 ; body of, iSS. 
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frescoesat, jifi. 
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